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Erie nd the St tationer. 


1 R. 


mine, tho I have herein follow d 
_ the Steps of no mes 
who before me, made you a Preſent of 


his beft Comedy, with this Encomium, 
that you were a very good Patron 
Vu never were cloſe-fiſted"to a good 


Poet, and your Generofity was alan 


ſuitable to the Merit of the Author 


aud his Book, and he is freely wel 
A 2 Come 


Know 'not how the 7a 22 1 
cenſure me for this Epiſtis of 


Author, 


1 (iv) 
Et come to your Table too; if ſo, you are 
a Mecznas, and ſuch I will ſtile you. 
But now give me leave to ſpeak a Nord 
for myſelf. This Produtt of mine, 
 baving been f9 Der d, and kindly re- 
L .ceiv'd by the Actors, almoſt to Per-. 
ekineſs, was by a Capricio and Hard. 
 boartedneſs of © ſome | of tb Civil 
Powers of the Stage, like an infettions 
spring, carry'd back to the Place 
.of zts Birth; and now, through he 
Incapacity;of. the Karant, 5 is laid at 
your, Door. ._ - 
A rothe Reflection: FL * * 
its. being probibited the Acting, you | 
are an authentick Witneſs, and can 
clear me as to that Point; you know | \ 
it was written ten Tears. ſince, juſt 
as. it is nm, without one tittle f 
Alteration. ; ; and. therefore I cou 
ace no other Degen in making ||: 
e of 465 ah but its being || / 


re- 


2 5" 2 xd Fi + 


; (v q 6 
recommended to nc by Rilendby for 
. 8 7Zhe beſt Story that ever was put into 


1 a Play. But. let me tell the Perſon 
f that has done me that Kindneſs, and 
- | zhat wou d fain have it a Parallel, 
that it is no more ſuch, than I an 6 WM 
Alexander the Great ; tis true, Ale 

ander ent on two Feet, and ſo do I. 

It is ſupposd the Lady Jane wore 
Petticoats, and can any one be fo 


i But, ſay they, it has a ſeuroy Tz- ; 
2d i. Suppoſe I bad call d it the In- 

ou nocent Adultereſs, aud I hope I might 
an | ſo, without calling any Lady. s CRP 
020 9 in queſtion. + 
uft | This Play then having ore 1 F | 


| fooliſh as to thinkher Majefiy wilt for + a 4A \ 
that Reaſon put them .. W 


/ of | the common Fuſtice of A Malefattor, I | - 


ud I mean to ſpeak for itſelf upon the 
ing | Stage; in Modeſty I may be allow'd'to 
ing fay fomowhat in its Behalf: It is no 
re- 1 ; I 


bo — n 3 nay the Charafters 
ure much more perfect, and, without 
Fanity or Offence to my quondam 
Brothers of the Chime (for now Town 
myſelf not one). I make bold to ſay, 
that whenever this unfortunate La- 
Ay hall haue this Veil, that ſbe is 
comdemm d to, taken off, and be per- 
mitted to ſhew her Features and Mis- 
 - fortunes in the Theatre; I doubt nos 
but ſhe will draw Tears from the Fair | 
0 Ser Ey ern 

In it I have follow'd. wiculy the 
T ruth, and it cannot be jude'd, in 
that Age, when it was written, that 1 
have interwoven any thing with an 
Intent to pattern with theſe Times, 
wnleſs I had been a Conjurer ; and 
tbat I am ſure theſe that are Enemies 
to this Play, will not allow me to be. 
I will not hold you too long, Sir, for 


* l 


(lays Be) the Beauty of Wutb, the 


a Clerk, the Life of a Saint, and the | 


| 11 TX y” 
# * you to be a Man of Buſt Wy j 
but will only conclude with a Cha- 
rafter, which an Author has given 
of the Lady Jane (hoping it will nas 
you have the better Opinion. of h’ 
Bargain) if I can repeat it vightly ; 


if not, you will pardon me. She had, 
Sliding of Old Age, the Learning of 


Death if a MOSS 08 ſh, Sir, 
Tam, N 3. 


\ Y 


| Your hearty F riend, PEW qr 
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THE 


TRAGEDY. 


OF THE 


E Jane Gray... 


AT L SCENE I. 
Enter Duke of Suffolk, Attendants; * 


* E T the Sun's fruitful Rays abhor this Ile, 
| And ſmile no more on this unfaithful 


Land "# 
Haſte, and acquaint your Lady that” 1 
want her. [To a Gent. who goes out. 
Why FER ſhe ſleep, when all the World ſhould wake? 7 
Do not the Groans of dying Edward reach her? 
That from deep Quarries force condoling Thunder, wo 
And eccho to the Marble Vault of Heaven, : 
His Prayers? Hear Angels, Cherubims, and Thrones: ; © 
And grant, what Man has only Power to wiſh-him, /: 
A thouſand Years. 
: Enter Dutcheſs of | Suffolk. 


Dutch. What has alarm'd my Lord 
To be thus early up? Is Edward dead? Wy ee 
Suff. Dead! all the Merciful in Heaven forbid... . 
Dutch. Go to Are you a Man? have you chat Blood | 
Yet left within you that your Birth created? 
Or did it only boaſt (hoping to mix 
With mine) that you were Noble and Ambitious 7 GT 
K — that Woman ſhould ſo far cxcel- + 0 


- 
> 


- . 


SS Man- 


* 


me 
* IF. , 


10 De Tage of the 
Mankind in ev'ry thing, yet be ſo curſt 

_ To be born Slaves, and live in loath'd Subjection! 
Sure Woman was tl” Almighty's firſt Eſſay, 

And his. creating Hand did form her Mind 
(Vying with all the Beauties of her Body) ) 
With Courage, Wit, Invention, more than Man; 
But ſoon perceiving what he did was wrong, 

Left off the charming and wp: 4 Wonder 

AI she elſe had neareſt been to the Immortal) 

And gave the Reins of Government to you. : 

Suff. Something of Dread hangs heavy on my Soul; 

Miſtruſt, or Conſcience, name it what you pleaſe, 
That bodes Deſpair to our uncertain Hopes 
Frances! I will no further tempt my Fate; | 

Let's waſh our hands of this diſloyal Duke, 

And quit Northumberland; for he's a Traytor 

Lait Night I ſaw the Spirit of Katherine. 

Dutch. Where? in your Dreams? or in yourſhameleſs 

If you have loſt the Courage of your Sex, Fears? 

Behold, and bleſs the Spirit. of thy Wife; 

Who holds it nobler to diſpoſe of Crowns, 

Like Godlike Roman Conſuls, than ro wear, | 
The Globe it ſelf; therefore ſhe. takes that Scepter, 
Bz) Right and Merit hers, and gives thy Daughter 
| Has Cranmer witneſs'd to the Confirmation? = 

Suff. He and the Council, all have ſign'd at laſts, 
But only Hales ſtands out with Reſolution ; 
And that moſt Learn d of Judges ſays tis Treaſon, _ 

Duteh. The Prince in Power can only judge of that, 

And turn the Treaſon on the Traitors head — 
Here comes Northumberland; the Inſtrument 
Is in his hand. O glorious, happy Sight! Neither _ 

The Silver Creſcent, nor the Golden Eagle 4 

Is half fo ador'd an Enſign, as that Parchmenr. 


©  Fiiter Northumberland. 


No more mean Scruples of ignoble Fears, wp 5 
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Epi, thou true Sacaalive %& TParwick's Pam? 


Are we alone? the Court has * wi, 
And Knaves in ev'ry Corner. 
Suff. What's the News? © 
Dutch. Great Spirit of Man? Is Sr now u hre 7 
North. He lives, nor cou d he die till this was dhe; 1 
This is his N now do _— he goes. 
Suff: Alas! | 
North. What Voice was ; that? we «re one King? 
Dutch. Whom left you wo the King? 
North. Dane and Riu a 
Who has bee woe proyeng g by 12 Watch this Ad 
And ſuch a ſpace Nil ſurely end bim. 
Dutch. What, will he live ſo long! Ts 
Suff. O cruel Panther! | Y 
North, He cannot breathe a quarter of that time. 


The Woman that pretended to reſtore him,, 
eleſs _ Laſt night Was turn'd away, and the 3 
ars? Again were call'd; who finding iin 16 deſper: 


. Stood mute, and gar d like Wretches rp fs from Ss 
1 Viewing their Houſes and Eſtates in Flames, 
When paſt their Power to quench the Conflagration. N 
7 Dutch. What muſt be done with Mary when he ics? E 
a4 North. That has been long debated of in Council,” 
1 And wiſely thought by all, that Edward's death 
Should be kept ſecret for ſome time, and Letters 


Py Sent to the Princeſs in her Brother's Name, = ; 
"8 Inviting her to fe him &er he dies __ 
that, Whom, when the comes, we mean ſo to Rene,” 


That ſhe ſhall ne er have hopes to reign nb 
Dutch. Whom ſend you with theſe er Ez 
2 North. Valiant Sufſex 5 , | 
4 Wbo has Commiſſion too, to hind ſome Forces, 
And lead 'em with him hone WN, 
To keep thoſe Parts in ae where now ſhe avells, 
Suff. Wiſely intended; but I doubt the Perſon. | 
North, No brave Deſgn was Ever done alone, - h | 


* 9 a | 
3 | " a 1 


. 1 


12 - The Tragedy of the 
Andin vaſt Numbers all are to be fear d. 
Therefore, Pn we doubt, muſt none © be raid? 


| I Enter pembroke. 
My Lord, left you the King? 

Pemb. I came now from him; - 
But curſt am I, who am the firſt Informer. th 
The King has left you, me, 1 all the 5 
Alas! hes dead. 

Dutch. Sweet Prince! 3 | 

Pemb. Sweet Prince! Sweet Saint! 
8 wg more, nay, Prince of Cherubims! .. 

h ongues be ſilent yet of his departure, 
As i is the kg or Mouth of Death i it ſelf. 
Madam, find out the in her Apartment; 
J call her fo, but yet ſhe muſt not know it, 5 
As liketoiſe Edward's death, the News is ſtunning; 
A Banquet of ſuch Joy ſhould be pr d, 
And wiſcly ſerv'd to furniſh ſeveral Feaſts. ¶ Exit or 
_ »  Pemb, You mifs'd a fight wou'd fix your nn 
For oh! to ſee this Miracle depart, | 

Was ſuch Inſtruction to Mankind, that all 
The Volumes of Diſciples, Chronicles of Martyrs: 
_ Cou'd never parallel: He liv'd like 


3 Yet dy d, as if he ne er had known World. 


It was an Object full of Dread and Pit. 

Pemb. Tho” Fleſh and Blood, his Thopghts were ſtil} 
No vice cou'dever make Impreſſion there. (Divine, 
Have you not ſeen the Swan on Iſis r 5 
To dive her Downy Neck beneath the Flood, Ader 
White as the Snow upon the tops of Cedars 3. 

Then lifting up hes yy Creſt again, 
The Cryſtal Drops deſpairing ſlide away, 
Leaving no track nor watery ſtain behind? 
Thus he in all his fierceſt Blooming Vouth, 


Harder to govern than a Raging Steed, 


And Hunting Pleaſures like the ruſhing Winds; 5. 
: ANUS — thin, did 1 hold faſt __ Reins, 


Lady Jane Gray, 13 
And in the midſt of Flames was never ſcorch'd; 


North. The King, my Lord, dy d in the ſame Reſolve? 

Pemßb. The laſt words that he ſpar'd from e 

| Were, that his Couſin Fane ſhould after him 
Be Queen. 

North. May ſhe reign long, and die at laſt like bias. 
Pemb. If Spirits ſent from Heaven were ever doom d 
To ſuffer Penance here in Mortal. Bodies, 

Sure his was ſuch; _ * oy 
For none but one uainted with ſuch Joys, 

Cou'd; part ſo willing with Life and Empire, 

And long to lay em both as Burthens down; 

So dy'd this Prince, beneath the ſtroak of Death, = 
As filent as the Lamb lies down to ſleep; 1. a 
As Bloſſoms, when the Tree is ſhaken, fa; f 
Or tender Graſs before the Mower's hand. | 

North. My Lord, I doubt not, but the Cauſe has s reached 

Wherefore the King hath. diſinherited r 
His Siſters, Mary and Elizabeth. 


King Harry's Marriage with Prince Arthur's Widow; 5 
The Mother of the firſt, was for that Reaſon, 
By all the Laws of England, difannultd; * 
Then Anna Bullen in Attainder dead, SS; 
By Parliament her Iſſue was Excluded; 5 
Whereto, I think, your Lordſhip gave your Vote wok . 
Pemò. I will remember it; tw¾as juſt when Age 
Had priviledg'd me to fit among the Peers. 
North. There was another Motive yet more bare. - 
The Princeſs Mary is a fierce Bigot; 
Tis to be fear'd, if cer ſhe wears the Crown, 
This Refor mation which King Harry planted, 
And Edward all his Reign with care increas d, 
She'll blaſt and turn to Ruin in a Day; - 2 
Then yours and mine, and all our choiceſt Mannors; 
Like Limbs hack'd off from the great See of Rome, 6 
Will ſoon return to animate that rr 3 
| Whilſt like a great Coloſs he ſets his Foot, 
And 48 der us, as | over n the World. 
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n Tue Ti ragedy of rhe 
P Vid Acker iſel weighs... 
— There is a — the li ran 


1 ughter ſnou d Gine Moakrcls wed, i 
Who, having of his oon a larger Kingdom, 20's 
Shou'd leave us to be govern'd by ſome Proxy, 

And make the Leſs depend upon the Greater. 
Demb. How can we be afſur'd this Queen will not ? 
We have the like fear of Suffolk's Daughter. 

North. There . are come to touch the Suing that 
Soft Muſick yield, or jar in England's Ear. (will 
Now Pembroke hear, and cenſure like a Friend; 1 > 
Believe with all the pitying Powers above, 

And purge this Act of an ambitious Stain: 

Por who's not ignorant, the mighty Dilly, | 

' Whoſe Rank is next the foremoſt: in three Kingdoms, 

Ard Second to his Prince, Fear'd and Ador d | 

B/ all, can add more Glory to his Name, 

Were it himſelf, by Bedding of a Queen, 

And be at beſt but Subject to — — | | | 
The Queen 2 og | $3 101. 

Pemb. Whom intends ſne? 

North. She is already married. 

Pemb. Hal 

North. Laſt;Night eook a Companion in her TY 
Diſclos'd on — of her Mind and Perſon, 


More than Exgland's Crown ſne carries with em. 

To my beſt Son, my Lov'd, my Darling Gilford. 

Peapib. Heavens! Whither will e e 
bition- hurl him! 

Till he has raisd the Ladder of Vain Hopes . 
To ſuch prodigious Height, till it has nought 
But Airy s to reſt upon- But hold, 

is now the Time's Necofficy to flatter. 
Sir, you ſurprize me both with Joy and Wonder, 
At your Son's ſtrange Promotion to a Crown. 

Thus Tcongratulate your Hopes, and = 100 1. 

None but 4 Fortunate and Wiſe a Man, 


2 cat Noxthumberland, cou d bri rt N 
61 * a. Nerthf 


| 
| 
| 
ö 
| 


The ſuppos 
And Council's Order of diſparch?" 


Lady jane Gray. ts 

North. Their innocent Scenes eee 
In our young Monarch's Lifetime, long before 

She was deſignd by Edward to ſucceed, 
And, as 3 Crime, without my Knowledge || 
Were privately contracted judge then you 

That know this Miracle of Innocence; IR 

Sooner an Angel wou'd Blaſpheme in H. 


Than ſhe, to yu the Empire of the World, 


Would break her Vow to Gilford; tell me — 
Is there a Man who for Religion's Cauſe. 
To fix the Glory of his Houſe for erer. 

And join two Lovers Hearts, made one befors 221118 
By mutual Vows, but wou'd have done as I did? 
Pemb. The Minifters above are on your fide, 
And pleas d to make your great Attempt fucceſeful. 


Heav'ns! have you not a Bolt in all your _— 

Left yet to ram this'Traytor to e ee | 4. 
Nay I, that know all this to be the _— C46 
His Brain, yet dare not tell him that's 1 | 


North..Haſte then, my Lord, youare our „ 
'd Letters of the King to M , 


P emb. 1 have; 13 : 
But mine e'er this I hope ſhe has receiv'd, 
To give her Caution Fare you well, my Lord. 


North. Yet but a Word. If Edwards Death ſhe chance, 
To hear of, and fo amiſs to fall into our Snare; 


By m Command, unknown to all the Council, 
Six of the talleſt, beſt appointed Ships, 


Are Cruiſing now about the Coaſt of Lar mou. | 


To intercept her Flight that way. by 
Pemb. Twas bravely done, and 1 ir q 

How Villany berrays itſelf! Farewell ; * 

Succeſs at home attend you, doubt not mine. — 


North. 1 8 you Powers! whether from Heaven 
or He 


Deſcend, aſcend, bring bitt'a Cin I care nor T 
1 U from this Moment may grow up * 


r. : - Jt _ - re p 33 A - — — — — » 

0 C — 3 — —— — - 
. . ˙¹ .- * - 5 2 - E — > 

— — — ———_—L_ 2 
— — — — —— 
5 LY 
= _ 
Þ* o - A 


— cy re 


— — 


— — — —— ne och aan. <Srte * 2 _ 


— ——————— — —— 
- — —ñäà2— — 


o ON 
— quam — 
, 


| 


| — 


— 


16 The Tragedy of the 
'Whilſt thus, having com leated all my Labours, 

Like Hercules I fix my Pillars here, 
And by this Foot of Ground on which J tread; 

Hold and take ſeiſin now of all the reſt,  -—+ 

Lighting g my Torch at Twdoy's ſhort-liv'd flame, 

Dudly's Name ſhall blaze in England's Crown, 

As long, and fear'd, as proud Plantagenet's. 

Let none admire, that Thracian Maximin, 

A Peaſant, once attain'd the Roman pans 

Or that Ogothoctes a Potter's Son, 

With Armies conquer'd. the Sicilian State; 

Since Whirl-winds, Storms, and Earthquakes, root up 

Towns, | 

And watery Deluges have drown'd whole Coratries; 3 
But this to do without the noiſe of Thunder, 
Alone, and with the Fox's Tail unarm'd; 
The Fame of this is only due to Dudly 
Behold he comes! the Pledge of all my Wiſhes! 
The Star of my Ambition! for whoſe fake * 
Id wreſt the War out of the Giants: hand, f 
And — a ſecond Fight with Heaven. 


Enter Gilford. 


Gf What have I felt! what Raviſhing Delight! . | 
What Mines of Pleaſure haſt thou found this Night! ; 
What Myſteries of Love without a Name! | 
What quenching Cordials, and what killing Flame! 

Soft like a Babe ſhe laid me in her Boſom, 
Whilſt all the Night I revelłd in her Arms. 
In Dreams of Love, I've done the like before, 
Bat alway's wak d till now, cheated and | \ 
North. O Son of all my Hopes! my darling oute 
For whom thy Father feels within his Breaſt, 
Whar far exceeds the Love of Youth to Beauty. 
| Gilf. My Lord, my Father! 
The Parent of my Life, and of my Joys, 
The. Shrine of all my. Offerings, Prayers, and Thanks! 


* 


„o (( 


And join d three bright December Moons in ay" 


Fledge their caſt Wings, to make them Ae er 
And how can you bebere, if ever Father 


: "Lady Jane Gray. 17 
And God of my Obedience here on Earth; FACE 
O let me bend beneath your Feet for ever, 
And kiſs the Sacred katy your Steps have ble. 
North. Riſe to m AFG my Son, I do command 
What means my Gi RIF (hee 
Gilf. O, Sir, you me „ | 
North. 1 did, my Boy; ſo did my Father me: 
And all Mankind 18 ſo into the Warld. 's 
Is that ſo ſtrange | 
Gilf. O yes, 3 I have told 
What Stars of Bleſſings, rul'd when L was: born; 
What laviſh Planet reign'd, that Night, you'll fay 
My Birth's a Mirack, my Life a Wonder. | 
_ Thy Virtues ſhine indeed like Prodigies.. 
H. Was ever Man before conceiy'd like me! 
0 jk when firſt you won my Mother's LOWS 
you not then the fierce. Defires of Fove2.- | 
Who got Aleides with ſuch vaſt Delight, 
He. mask d three Suns to make a treble Night; 


To get. fo lov'd, to make fo bleſt a Son. 

North. How fares thy Lovely Bride, my beautcous | 
Daughter? | 
Gilf. O there you dive into the preciqus Stream, 

That purls thro? ev'ry Vein about my Heart; | 

The String that when with the leaſt Breath you rouch, | 

A thrilling Muſtck runs thro' all my Blood. 

And ev'ry Pulſe leaps but to hear her namd. 
North, O tell me of her Health how fares thy Fanet | 
Gilf. To ſee her, is the Bleſſing of the Eyes; 

But to lie by her panting Side, and hear 

The Beatings of her Heart, Love's. ſofteſt Language 5 

To count the balmy Sighs her Soul breathes out, . 

And ſweeter Kiſſes dropping from her Lips. 

Are ſure the Pleaſures that th Immortals feel, 

The Springs where Angels every thouſand Vears 


xx The Tran the 


Did make u Sn b bleſt3 if ever Sen 
Had ſo much Cauſe as 1 to bleſs a . 
| , Notch. True, if kw knew the the things To 
| —.— with Awe, and liſten #6 thy Father: 
If this ſmall Guſt of Paſſion makes thy Frame; 
Son, I have News will root thee up with Joy 
Wou'd not thy June look lovely With a Crown? 
. Gilf. A Crown! where cer ſhe goes ſhe is the Queey, 
And makes her Preſenee ſtill the Court of Love, 
Cupids, like Subjects, waiting on her Looks, 
Crowns in her Eyes, and Scepters in her bwiles. 
She, like the golden World, in Bed did lie, 
Like conquering Alexander, I lay by; 
And what in Ages he cou'd ſcorce inthrall, 
Won in a Night, and crown'd me King of all. 
- Nor:h. Still have you no 3 to my wo 
Curb your wild Joy, and liſten to | 
T lay it on you as my laſt Com 
I ever muſt, or dare — hence — 
— — you have ſnock d me, Sir, with fornewhay 
25 c | 
I fear to know. What, is ©? I'm all Attention. 
North. Young Edward's dead. 
Gif. Alas! that Roſe of Kings 
That ſacred Bud of Royalty, cer it 
Cou'd bloſſom into Man! Say not, he's dead. 
North. Gilford, your Piry Hate, and hear me out ; 
And now you have indur d the bitter Rind, 
Prepare to taſte the luſcious Fruit that follows. 
Gilf. — =. 36 T heard a Father's Voice again. 
Say, if he's d who muſt reſtore our Joys ? 
Why mourns the Kingdom then without a Head? 
| Whom muſt I kneel to? whom muſt we obey ? 
North. There lives a Prince to undeceive you, let 
This Poſture then inſtruct you who he is. 
* Why Lan my Father? way Ava heap more 


North | 


be! 


4 9 * 
42 '+ * 


ut i 


_ Lady Jane Gray. as 
North. Why bends the Subject to his lawful . King? 
Pm in rhe Preſence of my Soverei 


gn. 
Galf. Ha! where? if 6, then I muſt cdlavewlank; 


What means my Father? ſay. I ſee no Prince, 
No Perſon that I owe Obedience to 


But you——Heay' n! what do you intend by this? 


4 +4. 


D you rain down Miracles to diſtract me quite. >. 
Or do you this, to let me know that all | 
"Thoſe | oys I taſted but laſt Night, were mortal? 


North. fo rid your Soul of e ne wg ow} 


Know that 1 kneel to you. 

- Gilf. All Heav'n forbid ! - F 

Rivers no more ſhall pay the Ocean — 6 
But ruſhing back, ſhall mingle with their Source; 
And, like a Deluge, drown the Springs from whence 
They flow : Man ſhall no more have Tindly Birth; 


But, Viper- like, ſhall gna vv his Paſſage chrough che 


Womb, | 
Fer this ſhall Loo for ſuch. another Crime 


Were the rede Angels daft from Beave -::.- 4 


So baniſh me for ever from your Breaſt, 


Damn'd with my Mother's — and eee | j 


If cer 1 ſuffer this. 

North. I bind you, on my Bleſſing, riſe, 
By Heaven's Decree, by Edward's Teſtament, 
And by theſe Letters Patents witneſsd to 
By the whole Council, Officers of State, PM 
Sworn to by all in Places of high Truſt | 
To ſee this Decd perform'd, he has intaiFd 


The Crown upon his Couſin Jane for ever. 


Gilf. What ſaid you, Sir? 
North. See, and defer your Wonder. | 
[Shews him the Pat 
Gilf. What Harmony! What Angel's Voice is 
What Divine Prophet's reaching our a Cruiſe, 
Like him who did the Royal Shepherd crown. 
I ſee, I read, I'm wrapt, and in a Trance 


O let me, Sir, be ſure I am awake, that o 


? 
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Holding a Beamy Garland in his Hand, 
And be the firſt ſalutes her with a Cro 


Beauties and r ker Looks, 


Are not my Father's Image, this a Viſion— 
Tortures and Hell! if this ſhou d prove a Dream! 


Now my Tongue trembles, Palſics ſhake my Limbs, 


And my Joints quiver with the Dread of waking. 


O come no nearer; for methinks my Body; 


As are my Hopes, is made of brittle Glaſs, 

And if ' oe" touch, you break the Bubble. CE 
North. Wreſtle no more with Doubts, but haſte; my 

Swift as an Angel from th* Immortal Throne, (Son, 


To wreath the Temples of the dying jaſt, 
As both her Merit's, and her Beau 


ty's * 
Gif. G; Sir! bear with my Frailty but this once. 
There is a Load pulls back my mounting Wiſhes, 


And ſtops the Tia pt over-flowing Joy—— 


Heavy n is in Little Nad i ber Soul, © 
More Virtues, than in Saints together 4 


. 4 > 
rn 
* 
. . - 
* « 


As are enough t adorn all 


And damn the Sex with Pride. 


© North. What then, my Boy 7? 


O Father teach me- 


Gilf. If then this Angel, or this Goddeſs ſhou'd 
(Finding too little Charms in England's Crown, 

Ard Gilford's Love) eſcape from theſe loath'd Arms, 
And claim her Seat amongſt the Cherubims ? 

North. Run then, and fetter her in thy Embraces ; 
Bind her with Crowns, and chain her with thy Love, 
Whilft I in Council will declare your Marriage. 

Gilf. Hal think you Til be flow in ſearch of Heaven; 
To run with Lightning is the Lover's Pace; 


For my Detires have Wings enough to fl 
Far as the Sun does viſit in a da < 


But firſt inſtruct me how I muſt approach her? 
What Poſture has moſt Dread, and moſt Reſpe&t, 
That let me chuſe—— What Diſtance I ſhall keep? 
If 1 ſhall ſtand, fit, kneel, or proſtrate fall? ' 


For 


7 
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'For ſhe is now no longer Gilford's Wife, 
But Queen Sound, ye loud Choriſter: above, 
And join in Conſort, when I ſpeak: her Title, 
With all the ſhouting World, that ſhe is Queen... i Hee 

North, Fly, leſt ſome Rival Angeh ſhould grow jealous, 
And dare to peep between her Curtains drawn, | 
And tell the News before thee. 

Gilf. Then in what Syllables ſhall I accoſt her? 
What ſhall I ſay? what awful Hail pronounce? 


As ſhe's my Sovereign, Empreſs, or yet higher, 
Or in the Phraſe of Love and ſoft Deſire; 


Sweeter than Honey from the Comb. 

And loftier than the Stile of antient Rome. 

To talk to her, all Language is but poor, 

I wou'd have Words that ne'er were {aid before; 
The Voice of Cherubims, welcome. and kind, 

As Prophets in their Heav'nly Viſions, find: 

What the firſt Man ia Paradiſe did ſound, 


| When firſt he Lov'd, and was with Beauty Crown'd, 


With more than can be wiſh'd by greedy Life, 
Made Lord of al the World, and and then a Wife. 


G omnes. 


Aer SCENE * 
Enter Northumberland, and Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
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Dutch. HE fpiteful Stars have blaſted our Deſig 


And ballanc'd our proud Hopes with dire 
The Royal Game has ſcap d the Hunter's Net; (Succeſs. 
For Mary in her ſpeedy Way to London, > 
On what Intelligence tis yet unknown, me 
Has turn'd her Courſe, and fled to . 
North, So let it be, our Wiſhes then are ee | 
True Courages, like Eagles, ſoar on high, 3 
And ſink not at the Lure of ſmall n e | 
"Tis well ſhe flies, Cæſar cou'd wiſh no more, 


Then dis the Victor's Part, and ours to follow, k 
4 F  Enver 


N 


= 


3s - TS . 
Enter Duke of Suffolk haſtily. 
Suff. My Lord, I bring ill News: . 
North. What ist, my Lord? * © 

Tell it before thou dieſ. He's frighted, Madam! 8 
Speak without Trembling——Is the Tower beſicg'd 5 
Did I ſuſpe& my Son had ſuch a Heart, 

Td rip his Boſom, tear the Craven thence; 

Then dig my own out, and with Hands all Gore, 
With Fythagorean Art, and Godlike Skill, 

Plant there a Warlike Eagle r 

Suff. The Princeſs Marys fled to Framingham; 
Where Wharton, Mordant, Beddingfield, and others, 
Are with their Warlike Train of Friends reſorted. | 

North. Relate th' ill News. 

Suff. Six of the Royal Fleet 
Have ſteer d themſelves into the Port of Yarmouth, 

And there r2volted to Sir Thomas Farningham. 
North. The Ships that were imploy'd to ſeize the 
n [ TN | 
And what's all this to Souls reſolv'd like ours? 
Ambition is but baſe, that dares not leap 
Oer Mountains of Impoſſibilities, 

High above theſe, as Atlas to a Mole-hill; 
Was not the World of juſtling Atoms fram d 
No Muſick can beget an Harmony 
Without ſome Difcord, nor can Fate beſtow 8 
A Crown without ſome, Hazard to the Conqueror. | 
The ſmootheſt Caſt at Bowls is ſeldom Row TE 
Without. a Rub to bring it to the Mark. 8 

Top I fear we have deferr'd the Publiſhing 
Of the King's Death too long, till it be found 
A Cheat. 
North. Now is the Time Where is the Queen? 

Dutch. She's juſt now up, and parted from her Bed- 
Behold ſhe comes this Way. 3 e 

North. And Gilford with her? ; 

Dutch. No. 


North. Soon as he appears, withdraw and nabe an. 7 
y 


Thy Face is chequer d oer with Joy and . 1 9 


| Or humble Cottage, than this mighty Priſon. 
| Alas! why at this Time? why are we lodg'd. 


My Lord, the Council waits... to en wel now 
Relate the hidden News of Edward's D eat; I 
Then with the King at Arms ourſelves. will 3 . 
And, tho the Furies gnaſh their Teeth and 


* all the Eechoing Streets proclaim her BAY g 


[Ex, Dules. 
: Enter Lady. Jane attended. 260 an TL 


Fa. Saw you my Lord? Mind, liſten for his Step, 
So early up, and yet ſo long returning ? | 
My Mother! many a Morning bleſt as this 
To me, and r a Night as Was the laſt, 
Adorn your Life. 

pos All Bleſings on my Daughter-—Why that Bluſh? 
And wh 5 (as tho I chid my deareſt Child) 
That ſudden Paleneſs? Do not mock th Wiſhes 5 4 
Ha! why that Tear? and why that Smile to hide it? 


— cm 


Like Rain and Sunſhine in an April Sky... 

Fa. Sure never Virgin was ſo bleſt as 1. A wor bak | 
And never. Bridal Arms ſo rich as theſe: _— j 
The Roſe of -Youth, the Majeſty. of Kings, + 22H 
Mildneſs of Babes, and Fondneſs of a Lover, 
Are all Angelically mixt in him, 


To make your Daughter happy ; y there's ſomething, 
I know. not what, — like a 7 betwixt, 


And vill not let — = nant Heart bring fortn 
"the Be 


1 


Thoſe kindly Joy ams of Loye have kindled. 
Dutch. Tis no rough but Fondneſs and Exceſs of Paſhon, 
Like Miſers W 


h, which oft egets a Fear, 
Without a Cauſe, of loling what they cover. 
Ja. Why in the Tower! this Palace more befits: > | 


A Coronation, than a private Wedding. 
Love rather wou'd haye choſe. ſome lonely Bower, 


- 5 A 


In the Apartment of the ko and berg xe attend 
With more than uſual Stamm: 
Dusch. It is, my Child, 
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By the Appointment ot his Majeſty. 
F. By his Appointment! fay. Thani} is hewell | 

Durch. I do not know. | 5 

Fa. Ha! then I fear tis bad; 15 | 
For every one I ask tells me the fame. 
Does his devouring Malad increaſe? 

Then Bane to all our Marffge-Sweets for ever. 

If he does languiſh, why ſhauld we rejoyce? 
Why ſhould our Hymem's Torch ſo 22 blaze, | 
When he, our brighteſt Sun, is in Eclipſe? — 
Why ſhou'd we laugh, and drink deep Draughts of Joy, 
When Edward Groans, and all the Nation Weeps ? | 

Dutch. Diſturb the quiet of thy Breaſt no more; | 
Thou ſhouldft rejoyce to ſee thy Mother glad. 
Her Floods of Sorrow, and her Tides of BliG, 
Are govern'd by the Stars of thy Succeſs. 
Wines of ſweet Reliſh may be drunk too faſt, | 
And what you are, ſhould not be told in haſte. Exit Dutch. 
Fa. Ha! Gone! Was I but Yeſterday ſo bleſt ! 
And now a Stranger to „ Mother's Breaft ! 
What is the Cauſe, Heav'n, ſhe ſhuns my fight? 
Has then a Wife fo chang me in a Night? 
What News is that, too great for me to bear? 1 
And yet 1 dread it is too to hear: 8 
But ſee he comes, my Oracle of Love 
That will all Doubts from this dear Heart remove; 
In whoſe ſweet Tongue's more Muſick, ſoft Ben 
Than i in * 8 Veice, or Charming Tyre. , 


1 

; 

\ 

f 
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 Encor Gilford.” 5 . v 
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Bl 


Gif. M Life! Soul! My A 1 and m Love?” | 

a Come to 1 Breaſt, 25 Wee Be. In 
And liſten to the Language of my Heart. If 
The Dove within my Boſom, left alone, 
Has pin'd, and coo'd, and made ſuch pitcous _ 
And in its doleful Cage no reſt cou'd ben. 

This bag long hour, » and all for thee Mate. 


cu 


Gilf. Ye Powers that ever fel a Lover's . | 
Why have ye made ſuch Beauties to deſtroy! | 
For here are Arms to bind the Brave and Young, 
Nets for the Wiſe, and Fetters for the Strong. | 
| Fane. O thou lov'd Man, in whom are ſweetly mix 1d 
Thy Father's Roughneſs, and thy Mother's Softneſs. 
Where haſt thou been, thou Darling dear of Love! 
Where haſt thou been, thou Stragler? Thy tots Sex 
Are like the little Robbers of the Hive; | { 
Who having cull'd the Sweets of ev'ry Flower, : 
Rifl'd their Wealth, and raviſn'd all their Store, ; 


Proud with their Conqueſt, leave the Plunder'd | owes” 


To every Storm, and every Blaſt that blows; 
Thus like the Violet and the fragrant Roſe, . 3 


Women Enjoy d, you Baniſh, and Expole. 


Gilf. Atlas wou'd fink beneath this weight 0 Bliſs; 
I die, I live, and all with ev'ry Kiſs! 
This Downy Softnels, ſnowy white, excess 
The Beauty that in yonder Heaven dwelllss. 
O ſhun me, flie me, baniſh me -I fear 1 
Theſe Raptures are too exquiſite to be. 
Fane, I charm thee then, by our paſt Scenes of Love! 
By all thoſe Sacred and Religious Rites - 
Uaravell'd to our languiſhing Delights! 


By the diſcloſing of that Gordian Knot, | J 
Which like the greedy Conqueror of the World, oh 


Thou in the Temple of theie Arms unfolded! 

If there. be any thing within this Breaſt 4 
Worth a kind Thought O rid it then from roriures, 
And tell me why this place of Blood and-Dzath | ©: 

Is choſen to be the Seat of tender Love? 1657 
Where dreadtul Cannons drown ſoft Lutes and Songs, 
And Bullets fly inſtead of Cupid's Darts. 

Bur firſt, by all thoſe Tyes, again 1 — thee, 1 
Inform me of the Welfare of the King. n G 1 
If he be well, no matter where we are. yg of 


Gilf. O then prepare to hear the tl,” ful Wonder, oe 
Fit 6 00? for an Angel's Voice to te 
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And thou to hear —— King Edward by his wil— 25 
Fane. What was t you faid? his Will! then is he dead? 
| Gilf. As Winters 6 get s dead; w_ nary not all. 

1 Jane. Not all ! 
I not that more than all the Plagues at once 
On England Dead! O Heav'ns! recall that Words 
And Trumpet with an Angel's Voice aloud 
To all his Subjects Ears, that now are deaf EF 
With howlings, that he lives—— Say, does he live? | 
© Giff. In Heavy*n a' does. 
"Fane. O Gilford! can you ſay | 
ue” s dead, and not relate it witk a Tone | 
So mournful, that would ſtrike with ſudden Death 
The wretched Hearers. ; 
'Gilf. Ceaſe, thou profuſe and laviſh Mourner, T_T 
Dudley will eſe grow jealous of his Shade, 
And wiſh to die to be lamented fo. 
Tears are but waſted. that are ſpent in Sorrow: 
Hadſt thou a Stock would fill the Ocean up, 
1 bring ſuch News would drain em all with Joy- 
Shake off thoſe Clouds that ſhade thy Summer's Beams, 
And O! put on, put on with all thy Smiles, 
Thy Spring of Beauty ſtraight to welcome Glory. [Kneels, 
Fane. What means my Lord? 
Gilf. Start not; for what th Almighty is above, 
And Edward was on Earth, ev'n that you are. | 
Fare, Ha! quickly tell me what is that? 
Gilf. My prince and the Soveraign Queen of England. 
Fune. Riſe, rife, and flatter thoſe that are Ambitious. 
Gilf. 1 dare not, for the Ocean's not ſo wide, 
Nor diſtance up from Earth to Heaven fo great, 
As this vaſt Space a Crown has made bet wixt us. 
Fane. Now | have hopes again thou art not Kreer. 
That the King lives, and this is acted all—— 
- Riſe to my Breaſt, and take thoſe fancy d Crowns: 
Were here the ie of the World, wy Lord 
Should Mane it, —— | 
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Gilf. Can you be ſo Heav'nly laviſh! 
Imagine then, thy Beauty's on a Throne, 
High as the Star, the Ruler of the Morn 
From whence thou may'ſt behold _., __ 33 
Joy ſpread its Wings o'er all the Raviſh'd Iſland, „ 
Auguſta with ber Bells and Trumpets ſounding 
Fane Britain's Empreſs, and the Ocean's Queen, | 
ane. Haſte, and in few and plainer words explain you. 
Truly I bind you by that ſacred Truth above 
] die to be Jeliver'd of this doubr, 
But fear the Knowledge will be worſe than Death. 
"What am I? Who are you? And if the King 
Be dead (as all the Pow'rs oer Life forbid) 
Who ſhould the Nation kneel to, but his Sifter ?. 
Gilf Your ſelf. \ 
Fane, My ſelf! | 
Gilf. Ask me not whom the People, 
But whom the Heav'ns have choſen, whom the King 
On his Sick Bed, by Patent, and by Will, 1 
Ordain'd? And I muſt anſwer, only you, [ ford; 
Fane. Ha! me! meHeav'ns!—— Yet, recant, my Gil- 
Say this is feign'd, and pour not down at once 
More Plagues than Earth has left in ſtore to curſe us. 
Condemn not with thy once melodious Tongue 
* Theſe Breaſts to Baniſhment, and further too 
Than Seas can part us, or than Death can do. 
Gilf. What ſays my Fane! has ſhe not one kind Look, 
and. To give the Meſſenger! nor Gilford too! 5 
"Hh Heark, heark, they come, approaching with a Crown ? 
7 | [Shouts within, 


A Crown! © ſacred and immortal Sound! 
Does not the dazling Object fill thy Breaſt 
as. | With ſuch Ætherial Brightneſs, ſtrange Delight, 
| As Eden's Goddeſs, when her Eyes were open d. 
And ſaw the World her Subjects, all Obey her? 
| Fane. Indeed tis not unlike, but has this difference, 
She dreaded not the Poyſon ſhe had ſwallow'd; . 
Sihl This is Damnation, we too ſurely know, 
A Sin will Edge the flaming Sword of Juſtice, 
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To drive us from our Paradiſe of Love. 
| Where is the Princeſs Mary? She not dead? 
Gilf. But Diſinherited. 

Fane. It cannot be tis ſuch a horrid Act 
That is not in the Power of Hell to do. 

Gilf. The King, who left it you. 

Has cut off both bis Siſters from the Throne. 

Fane. He durſt not, could not----Oh! he was og 
"Twas in his Sleep, or elſe when cruel Pain 
Had ſtole his Senſes, that ſome Devil appear d; 

And if it be ſo, guided his weak Hand 
To give another's Right, the Nation's Choice, 
And Heav'ns Prerogative away — _ 
Far be the Thoughts of ſuch a Guilt from ug—— 
Gilford, I will not take the Crown. 
Rugs Ha! 
ane. Pardon this one Denial of thy Jane, 
| 122 war Diſobedience of thy Wife, | 
And all the Meekneſs of a tender Bride 
Is thine hereafter. - | : | 
© * Gilf, What! not be a Queen? ſber, 

Fane. Rouze, rouze my Gilford from this deadly Slum- 

Start from this Lethargy of vile Ambition, 
A fatal Viſion of deceittul Glory; 

Leſt it ſhould prove with thee, like him whe dreamt 
That he was mounted on a Precipice, | 
And, finding it was real when he wak'd, 

Did in a Frenzy to the Bottom fall, 
And daſht his Bones to pieces. 

Gilf. O my Angel! | 
| - Fane, Come to theſe Arms, far ſafer than a Crown: 

Let us the Noiſe of Courts and Courtiers ſhun, 

And heavier load of interrupting State, 
The little God will bend beneath the Weight. 

Gilf O, my Goddeſs! 

Fane. Would you this Empire leave; to reign with Guilt ? 
This Lambent Crown, for one of droſſy Gold? 
Shall we this Heavy 'n forego, and Heay 'n hereaf er? 
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To live and wear the hated Name of Tyrants? 
And die the Death of Traitors? 
S e n Ys 5 
Fane. Do you love me? and do you prize my Love? 
| Gilf. O Heav'ns? Why doubts my Soul? 
| Fan. Wou'd you indure to ſee this Body then 
(Which Heav'n and Earth all vote to be thy Right) 
Torn from thy Embraces, and before thy Face, 
By theſe lov'd Treſſes faſten'd to the Ground, 
This Boſom threaten d, and theſe Beauties mangl'd, 
Raviſh'd, and made the luſtfal Victor's Prize? | 
Gilf. Mothers would fee their Infants with leſs Moans--- 
Torn from their Breaſts, and daſht againſt the Flints. _ 
Fane. OGilford! Thou'ſt condemn d us both. to ſnatch 
The Crown and Mary's Birth-Right from her Head; 
Such Raviſhers are we. 
Gilf. Forgive thy Husband. | 
Taue. I know thou would't not. 
r; Had | my Sex's Appetite unbound, 7 
n- Let looſe the raging Woman from her Temper, 
And ſeiz'd the Crown, thou would'ſt have chid thy Fane, 
Pull'd from my Head the ſacrilegious Plunder, 
And ſtreight reſtor'd the Royal Theft again. 
Take Counſel of this faithful Breaſt that loves thee, 
Reſolve no more to ſplit upon a Throne. 
Let's wear our Innocence, but not the Crown. . 
Eier Northumberland, Duke and Dutcheſs of Suffolk, Of. 
ficers of State, Lords, Ladies, Attendants and Guards. 
All kneel. 17 —S— 51 | 
North. Long live the Virtuous, Happy, and Ador'd 
Jane Queen of. England France and Ireland. "7 
Jane, Kneel not to me, I charge you by thoſe: Powers 
That firſt taught Children Duty to their Parents, 
Oh! here are ſome this Poſture not befits, 
cre | the. Queen of all the wealthy Globe; 
f Angels ſhou'd deſcend and worſhip Men, 
To I. would not be to me fo ſtrange a Sight — 
| ſe, or I'll grow thus one with Earth for ever. 
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Why is all this to me? | . 7 

North. Be pleas'd co wear th' Imperial Crown of England 
The ſacred Relicks of moſt pious Edward, 

At whoſe Commands, and by Conſent of all, 
We beg you wou'd Adorn, and put them on. 

Suff. And make the widow'd Nation happy. [with? 

Fane. My Lords, whoſe Crown wou'd you inveſt me 

North, Deceas'd King Edwards. 

Fane. And tell me, whoſe Eſtate d you now enjoy: 

North. My Father's, Madam. 

Fane. Cou'd then this moſt deplor'd, the beſt of Kingz, 
Oar Royal Maſter, Owner of that Crown, 
(Suppoſe the Will) have ſo much Power to be 
Unjuſt, and take — own Inheritance, 

By Law, and Right of Nature, only yours, 
And give it to a Stranger? 

North. 1 think not. £4 | 

Fane. Yet you wou'd take his Crown, his Siſter's Right, 
And make a Gift of it to me, theſe Kingdoms 
That are as juſtly now the Princeſs's Portion, 

As are your Father's Lerdfhips yours. 
North. Ha! Gilford!— 5 
Fane. 1 ſee y are fix d with Wonder at my Words. 
North. Madam —— | 
Fane, Illuſtrious Parents! Lords, and Country Men, 
Why mock you this unroyal Head with Crowns? 
This Head that was not made for Rule, 
But to'Obey; for here's my Lord; 
To ſerve is all the ſcope of my Ambition. 
What me O Father! Lords, and Counſellors! 
And all good Engliſh Men forbid -— © be not, 
Be not ſo raſh, as in the Fable, once 
The Woods and Trees, the Rebels of the Forreft, 
That ſought t'elet a Monarch of their own, 
And baſely choſe the Bramble for their Kirg, 
Whilſt the tall princely Cedar ſtood neglected. 

Suff. O Child of Virtue! | 

Dutch. Daughter 1 


u 


— 


Nen, 


So many gaping Witneſſes againſt you; 


And that of York, did from your ſelves and Fathers, 


This Bafilisk, and lay me deep in Earth. 


\ 
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North. Rebellious Boy! Is this all real! 
ane. Are you ſo ſoon forgetful of the Wounds, 
Whoſe Scars you carry freſh about you, like 


Whea the revengeful Houſe of Lancaſter, 


By Uſurpation drain a Sea of Blood; 

When the white Roſe 

Grew Crimſon with the Vitals of the Red, 

And the bold Red turn'd White with the vaſt Blood 
It loſt——-That I ſhou'd be th' Aggreflor! 

The hanging Meteor that ſhou'd bode your Ruins! | 
O take me rather, quench me from this Orb, 


Dutch. Degenerate Girl! | PE 
North, Furies and Death! Is this in earneſt, Madam f 
Fane. Othat theſe Drops were Tongues inſtead ot Tears, 

And every word a Seraphim to eharm you, 

With all the Virtues, Graces, Worth of her 

That is your Queen; add too, divinely born, 

Daughter and Siſter to your two late Kings. 

Whom. do the Sayages in Deſerts chuſe 

To be their Head, but of the Lyon's Race? 

And whom the teather'd Songſters of the Air, 


But of the Royal Eagle's Brood? — Let not | 


Birds and brute Beaſts inſtruct your Loyalty. ] 
None but Mankind from ſmooth Succeſſion ftrays: | 


But only Man, nor God. nor King obeys. 


North. My Lords, in low Submiſſion to the Queen, 
All this niore ſhews her noble Mind to govern, 


Than juſt Excuſes to refuſe the Crown =_ 


— 4, 


You know how deep our Hands are in, how cloſe 1 
Our Lives are with this Common Intereſt join d. [ 


Conſult of this within, and in a Moment | | 
[ Exeunt Officers of State. 


I will expect your Reſolutions —— Madam, | 
By all your precious Hopes, y are loſt and ruin d, | 
Unleſs you mean to dally with the Crown. 


B 4 As 
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As your uncertain Sex deal all with Love, 
And the ſame Moment both refuſe and take it, 
Be ſudden, fer there's now no going back: 

Like Cæſar you have paſt the Rubicon; 
Therefore reſolve like him, and take the Crown. 

Dutch. Say not th art Conſcious now of ſhedding Blood; 
All we muſt periſh if thou ceaſe to guard us. | 
Already y'are proclaim'd through all the Kingdom; 

And by a Claim leſſer than Mary's, think you?! 
Was not my Mother, Harry's only Siſter ? 

And every drop of Blood of thine as Royal 

As the beſt Vein from whence her Title ſtreams. 

North. Ha! mute! Gilford, where is thy boaſted Power? 
Where's now thy Empire o'er her bending Mind? 
Thy ſoft, thy obey'd, thy quick Commands to win her? 
Thou ſpeechleſs too! then we are all betray'd. x 
"Tis ſo, Madam, w'are ſold, baſely and cowardly, 

Whilſt Correſpondence with the Candidate 

Is held, in hopes that when my Life and all 

My wretched Sons are forfeited to Death, 

They ſhall be Heirs, and ſo of you, my Lord, 
Is it not fo? 565 | 155 

Gilf O Fane! 8 

Fane. Give me thy Hand, let's fall thus low together. 
O Father! Mother! far more priz'd than Life! 

And Parent of my Lord as near my Heart! 

By the Divine above, and Juſt on Earth! 

By this dear Pledge that you have given theſe Arms, 
To bind me to your Love thus faſt for ever, 

Your Safety is the only Charm that binds me, 

And Lite the Sentence that condemns me Guilty. 

Dutch. What's to be done? the Storm comes on apace, 
And Mary like a Torrent from a Hill, | 
Will quickly drive us hence, or pour upon us. + 

97 There's now no hopes in any thing but Flight. 
Let us ſecure our ſelves. | | 
Dulch. Inglorious Wretch! Shame of thy Mother's Blood 

suff. Say, what do you intend to do, my Lord? 


* 


North. 
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North. Stay here like Titan, and devour my Race, 
To tear him, her, thee, and then my hated ſelf 
Yet Ill be gone—but whither? that's no matter. 
Behold me, Oh! thou that wert once my Son! : 
But now a Stranger to my Bowels — Fove hurl'd 
Not Saturn from ſo proud a heighth as thou haſt me. 
I, who this Moment in my Hand had Crowns, 
And Kingdoms with my Breath to give away, 
Now am not worth this Spot, this Earth I tread on. 
Gilf. O cruel Jane! O moſt inhuman Virtue! + 
North. Yet I will live, and feed this Breaſt with Curſes. 
There is this Comfort too, I may run mad; | 
At worſt, but beg and ſtarve out Life, as lately 


That us'd in Burgundy, by Horſemens ſides 

To run and crave an Alms and ſo farewel, * 
Gilf. My Father? Lord! you muſt not, ſhall not ſtir-. 

Take not your felf, take not your Bleſſing from us. 

Lo, at your Feet the worſt Delinquent falls; 

Spurn this Hard- hearted and Rebellious Son, 

Spurn me to Atoms, hence you ſhall not go; 

For thus I'll holdem, chain em with my Hands, 

Waſh em with Tears, and glew em to my Lips — - 

Take me Kay your Son ſhall be your Shield. 

I'll plant my ſelt like Marble round your Heart, 

Save you from Want, and guard you from your Foes. 
North. Looſe me—— Fond Nature will not let me hurt 

The Father's in my Heart, and Mother's in my Eyes. [thee;.. 

Wilt thou not let me go, to ſave my Lite? * 

But ſee thy Father like a. Traitor ſeia d, | 

Drawn on a Sledge, and mounted on a Gibbet; 

Then by the common Executioner b 

Of Rogues and Thieves, theſe Bowels to. be ripp'd, - - 

And this great Heart yet panting in his Hand, 

Thrown 1n the Flames, and burnt before thy Face: 
Gilf. Now by the Heavenly Pity in her Soul!“ 

She'll not indure it——See, ſhe'll take the Crown, [ 

And mount the Precipice of gp Throne, 

* | 


Were 


| 
| 
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Were it as high, or Mortal to aſcend, 

As Atlas, Teneriff, or burning tna, 

I know my Fane would trayel to the top, | 
At my Requeſt; one of theſe Tears ſhou'd force her, 
Turn beſt of Fathers, turn; behold, ſhe will; 

I fee it in her Soul; her Lips are pregnant 
Now, now, they open Heay'nly Angel, ſay; 

Let thy Tongue ſpeak the Language of thy Eyes, 
And ſave my Father's Life. | 

Fane, Heav'n knows, my Gilford, 

Bow dear's thy Love! How eloquent thy Tears! 
And more, how near thy Father's Danger wracks me; 
Yet this I muſt not yield to; All is none, 

To Valtures here, and Daggers in a Throne. 

Gilf Ha! Then 1/11 ſearch amongſt the Stars, or dive 
To ti bottom, where this mercileſs Virtue grow 
Farewel, O moſt Belov'd! and yer moſt Cruel! 
Farewel to thoſe falſe Dreams of Crowns by Day, 

And Heav'n by Night; Farewel to Love for ever. 
Perhaps when I am dead, ſhe'll take the Crown; 
Then of Neceflity, this way's the beſt, 
To fave a Fathei*s Life, and be at reſt, 
W lofßfers to fall on his Sword. 

Zane. Hold, hold, my Love--Give me this fatal Weapon. 
Where is this Throne? Where is this golden Wreath ? 
This magick Circle to inchant my Brow! th 
Load me with Crowns, were it the Tripple Crown, 
To fave your Lives, you ſhall then put it on. 

North. Immortal Crowns reward your Soul for this. 

Gilf. Shout, ſhout aloud, *till Angels catch the ſound, 
And Joy in Heav'n, that ſhe on Earth is crown'd. Shouts. 


SCENE araws, and diſcovers the Throne aud 
 Regalias: Re-enter Lords, © 
Fane. Is this the fatal Glory of Mankind? 


The dazling Object that ſo fires his Mind! Te 
| F Curſt 


1. 


fs, 
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Curſt as in Mines thou art, dug u up with pain, 


With Labour got, and Sorrow loft again 
Methinks when I aſcend yon dreadful height, 
| [ Putting on the Crown, 

1 am like one, who when a Storm's in ſight. 
Climbs up ſome dangerous Cliff that hits the Skies, 
To view the labouring Barks with weeping Eyes; 
How they againſt the raging Billows ſtrive, 
And wonders that the little Wretches live; 
But ſtill forgets what ſlippery Place he's on, 
How ſafe they are, how near he is to drown. 

| [Exeunt Ones. 
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s CEN E . Tower 


Gardner ſolus. 


Gard. VOung Edward dead! the Crown iateil;d on \ Fane? 
All looks like dreadful Truth: For late laft Night 

Suffolk's proud Dutcheſs, and her pageant Daughter, 

Enter d theſe Walls with a profuſe Retinae. 

Omnipotence! what meaniſt thou! Fatal Ceſar! - 

Curſt be the Winds that drove thee on our Shore; 

A Storm brought thee to us, and ever ſinee 

The Storms of War has lodg'd within our Bowels. 

And curſt be the Foundation of theſe Walls; e 20 

When thou didſt build this Caftle'to maintain 


Thy ill got Empire, 'twas firſt rear'd-in Blood, 


2 fince with Blood of Princes often ſtain d 
A Cittgdel for this rebellieus Cit ' | > 
The Scene of Murders, Slaughter! Houſe of Kings? 100 


"©" 


And Court of 'helliſh Plots——Ha! yonder comes Ca 


Northumberland like a prodigieus Meteor, 
That threatens Defolation where it hovers, _, 
Dudley the Great, and Monarch of his Prince, 


wa 


| 
| 
| 
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Enter Northumberland with Attendance, . ſeeing Gardner, 


offers to paſs over the Stage. 

My Lord. 1 5 | 55 
North. What ſays my Lord of Winchefter? © 

Fare breathing in the Freſhneſs. of the Morning? 


Gard. The King's poor Priſoners, Sir, are glad to take 


The Benefit of any little Air. | | 
I've borrow'd of my Chains this precious Freedom, 


To learn what News; and if the King be dead, 


Pray of what Sickneſs dy'd he then, my Lord? 
You can inform me. | 3 
North. Why ask you that of me? was J his Doctor? 


Beſides, that bold Phyſician that had dar d 


Conſult with Gardner of his precious Health, 


Id have him hang d. 


Gard. Fer giving good Advice, x 
Come, come, look baek, and turn your Eyes at home 
*Tis rot for me, my Lord. my ſacred Function, 

To arm this Breaſt with Rage to cope with yours. 
My Innocence is the beſt Guard to fight 

With Wrongs, and Gheſtly Council all my Weapons. 
Juſt Heav'n, I fear, too ſoon will make it known, 


What ſad Diſtemper has ſo long aflifted - ; 
- The. King and Kingdoms, and th' Aggreſſors too. 


North, Prieſt, fare you well, if you begin to Preach, 
Gard. My Lord, I hear the Princeſs Mary's ſent for. 


Pray Heav'n you mean her kind. 
North. And dare you queſtion 


The King's moſt Royal dealing with his Siſter? 


| 
| + 


Gar, No, did his Mercy rule without a Curb; 
But where Northumberland does Reign, 1 doubt it. 

North. You are a Traitor. FF 

Gard. Proud, bad Man!. tis falſe: - 0 
Were both our Breaſts laid open to Mens view, 
This place had then been yours, and 1 go Traitor, 
Remember that he had two Unkles once — _ 
Oh wzetched, Land! forgive that I'm ſo crue! 
To rip thy Wounds up with my Tongue afreſh . 


„ 
, 
© 
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In their Ran 

North. Let thy own Boſom now 
Judge betwixt thee and the Queen's Godlike Wen 
That thou the worſt of Traitors ſhould be ſpar'd 
To rail at Rebels Puniſhment. 

Gard. Waving the Scarlet Trainof all thy other Murders, 
| The leaſt of which has Guilt enough to damn. thee 
O think of Somerſet, that brave good Man! 

The Faithful Guard and Patron of his Country, 
As well as the Protector of his Prizce. 

That Cedar was too tall for the proud Shrub? 
And therefore Dudley held the Infant King. 

That elſe had not the Will, nor Strength enough 
To give the Blow, and made him with his Left 
Cut off his Dear Right Arm. 

North, Thou ly'ſt, proud Prelate. 

Gard. —— d himſelf by thy pernicious Council, 
At once of more than all his bleeding Realms 
Have left; of Somerſet, who while he livd, 

Stood like the Bulwark of his Breaſt and Kingdoms. | 
When this was done, 'twas dreaded what would follow; 
Alas! twas fear'd, as now tis come to paſs, 

The Sickneſs of the King, 90 woful Death. 

North. Hat © 

Gard. Does it ſting you? Duke, it is fulpeeted 
You deal with Knaves and Sorcerers, elſe wh 
Were the Phyſicians taken from the Patient, 

And an old Woman plac'd to give him Filters ? © 
With wither'd Chaps, and Eyes like Bafilisks, 

To fright the King, that, had ſhe not been Witch, 
Her Looks bad brib'd a Jury to Condemn her. 

North. Tho? all that can be utter'd from the mouth 
Of ſach a Prieſt, is neither Truth, nor Scandal; N 
| Yet thy vile Language F return upon thee, DIL 
And like Infection, it ſhall ſeize thee fit. 

ll cruſh thee to a Pedant once again: 
And in a Dungeon thou ſhalt how) for Y „1 „0 

Gard. JI baſe enough to do it; yet Vll urge thee 


Angels 


—— 
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ls now waft the Spirit of the King: 

a ince he's dead, 
hers lives-a Princeſs will revenge this wrong, 
When Injur'd Norfolk, Courtney, and my ſelf, 
Shall live to ſee thy head upon a Pole 
As high as yonder Tower, 

North. Where are the Guards ? [To the Guard., 
Who gave this Traitor Freedom from his Chamber ? 
Dumb! Seize him ſtraight, and clap him faſt in Baltes 
Shut him as cloſe as in his Tomb alive 
Go, Coffin him; it is the Queen's Command. 

That hour his Head is ſeen without his Dungeon, 
Your Villains Lives ſhall pay for the Offence. 
Enter Pembroke. 

Pemb. How's this, my Lord! what, * 
Now. when the Nation is all over Gladneſs ? | 
So near the Preſence of that Royal Bride | 
' Whoſe Sight, like Heav'n, ſhou'd make this Priſon Door: 
Fly from their Hinges, and releaſe their Charge 
Let go your Priſoner —— haſte, my Lord, to Saffolk, 
Where Mary does increaſe in Power and Strength. 
Poſt-Horſes wait, to bring you there to Night; 

Mean while the Queen ſhall be the Nation's Charge. 

North. Farewell, my Lord; commend me to our Miftreſs, 
Tell her, her Soldier ſhall return with Law¾rels 
Why ſhout you not! why ſay you not, Amen? 
Methinks y are all ſtruck dumb So when I left 
The Queen, with Orders in my hand, ye all ſtood: mute, 
reg fo the ſhapes of Men without a Voice: 

vod your Heads indeed, but not one-cry'd 
God ſpeed the Duke No matter, Friends farewell; 
In Omens, ſpite Northumberland ſhall on, 
And on this Sword bring Victory to the Town, _ 
[ Exeun North. and his Follower 
Pemb. My | Lord: pray read theſe Letters to the Council 
Gard. Ha! This is from the Queen! Pray pardon me; 
I mean our True and Lawful Princeſs Mary. | 


Pemb, What docs ſhe ſay? 
Gard: 


xd. 


kreſs, 


Beſides uncertain; for his chiefeſt hopes 
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Gard. She writes in the moſt gentle ſtile of Lore, 
And mild Perſwaſion to the Lords in Council, 
If they'll forſake this Idol, and return 
To Her, their True Undoubted Sovereign, 
She does pronounce a Free and General Pardon; 
With an Oblivion of all Crimes to All, 
(Northumberland and the Uſurpers only 
Excepted) —— Heaven inſpire the Alrars of your Breaſts, | 
And kindle there your long extinguiſh'd Duties; 
Then wou'd | bleſs this hand of Providence, 
And th' Angel that did guide it. 
Pemb. As you wiſh 
So is it come to paſs. . 
Gard. Are you in earneſt! 
Why did you let Northumberland depart 
To Head an Army? 
Pemb. Tis of no ſtrength, my Lord, 
Are in the Succours we ingag'd to ſend him; 
Which w' have Disbanded &er they cou'd be rais'd. 
This Traiterous Duke, cer fince the Good King's Death, 
Confin'd us Priſoners here, as cloſe as you, 
None _ to ſtir out by day; at night 
The Keys, 4 Order, brought into the Chamber, 
Of this Moc Queen. | 
Gard. 1 ſcarce can gueſs his Meaning. | 
Pemb. I have Incens'd the Lords, beſides the Sin, 
How hard it is to tug againſt the Stream 
Of Royal Right; that cer theſe Letters came, 
All ſoon reſolving to forſake th' Uſurper ; 
This Morning one by one reieas'd themſelves, 
And fled to Baynard's Caſtle to conſult, 
Where we have een the City to our Party; 
Who, for Attonement of their Fault, intend 
Straight to Proclaim the Royal | Heireſs. 8 
Gard. Moſt Noble Lord! y'ave done a couble Web 
Reſtor'd the Kingdoms, ftench'd the Nation's Blood, 
And fate the Crown upon a Lawfal Head. wp | 
Pems. 
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Pemb. My Lord, this day Creates your Liberty. 
To Morrow's bigh, and bleft Meridian Sun, 
Sees not himſelt upon a Throne ſo bright, 
As you ſhall ſhine in Royal Mary's Favour, 
Guide of the Realm, and Plannet of the Church, . 
O Fane?! Thart on the brink of Royalty 
Back to your Chains, and I to ſet you fre. 
Behold the comes —— How unconcern'd ſhe treads, 
The narrow. Plank that's o'er the boiſterous Strand, 
Crowas on her Head, but Seas on either hand. | 
| N I Exeunt Gard. and Pemb. 
Enter Jane. Women, and Attendants. 
Fane, In vain, alas! are Tears to purge this Stain, 


When theſe I hold, and till the Cauſe retain; 


For e er my words can reach.th' Almighty's Ear, 
Thunder from high grows lowder than my Prayer. 
Methoughts the Diamond. Bolts of Heay'n were bar'd, 
And ftraight the noiſe of falling Crowns I heard z5 
Which did, like Stars, in broken Pieces fl, 

And ſcatter'd o'er the Cryſtal Pave ment lye; 

Whilſt. Angels thus aloud Proclaim'd, ſhe Dies, 


When Virtue Slave to tempting Glory lies, 


*Tis juſt it fall Ambition's Sacrifice. | 
[Sits down, and takes Plato in her Hand. 

O Plato! Thou, that when the World was Night, 

Taught Heathens how to ſee, and us the Light; 

Whoſe Mouth, the longing Bees did make or Hive, 

A true Preſage thy L'ps ſhould Honey give. 

What ſay ' ſt thou now, to eaſe my troubled Breaſt? 

What's this? 4 Tyrant is the greateſt Plague [ Reads, 

The Gods can ſend to Men —— 

Ha! Tyrant! Ay, that Guilt ſhall be thy Fame, 

And Plato brands thee with that hated Name —— 

IL. donn the Book, and falls on the floor. 
Fetch me the Robes, the Adornments of your King, | 
And all the Pomp of the Ambitious bring, 


Crowns, Scepters, Globes, till they an Kill ſhall 


' 
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And anderneath the Lumber bury me;. 


A 


| 
| 
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A proper Grave for ſuch, who vainly try _ | 
With waxen Wings to mount the Angry Sky. 
| Enter Gilford. .. | 
Gil. O you Bleſt Powers! What Prodigy is this! 
| 1s this the day? Are theſe my Eyes, juſt Heaven! 
What Seeds of Miracles has ſown this Wonder! 
My Queen beneath the Throne, upon the Floor! 
Lift up thy Head moſt Bleſt of Humane Race! 
In Tears too! O thou Britain's Riſing Sun 
Thus does thy Rival to the Wei return, 1977 
And leaves the World in blackeſt Shades to mourn. 
Fane. O thou dear Man? Fhou ſoft, thou precious Ruin! 
That comes to Tempt me to another Fall. 5 
When thou art abſent, frightful Viſions haunt me, 
England's ſad Race of Monarchs, ſome Depos d. 
Some Slain with Daggers ſticking in their Boſoms, 
And others Baniſht, glaring in their Shrouds, 
All threatning me as Author of their Woes; 
That Death I ſeek to rid me of the Pain, 
But when thou com'ſt. I wiſh to live again. 
Gilf. Immortals! is it poſſible! Nor Crowns, 
Nor Empire, State, nor Luſt of Gawdy Power, 
Can tempt thee from thy Adamantine Bounds 3- 
But muſt like Stars be Foyls, when Cynthia ſhines, 
And like Day-Fires, be buried in Eclipſe, | 
Before this Heav'n of Virtue, Sun of Brightneſs. 
Fane Doſt thou not feel me tremble? my frighte4 Soul. 
By ſtarts, leaps from my Boſom to my Eyes, 
Misjudging ev'ry Object that it ſees, | 
And thinks they come from Heay'n to give me Doom... 
Gilf. For what ? | | . 
Zane. For Sin, for Uſurpation. 
O Gilford, claſp me, ſave me-in thy Arms, 
Support my burthen'd Spirits, ſinking Head, 
Weigh'd down with Crowns, and loaded with Ambition. 
Let's fly, my Love, from this tempeftuous State, 
Deſcend betimes from this diſturb'd high Mountain, 
Guarded with Terrgurs, and with Crowds belicg'd, | 


[ 
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Ere Life gets on the Wing, and Love forſakes 
His troubled Neſt,” to build in Heav'ns ſafe Shades. 
In Shepherds Clothes, let thee and I repair 
To ſome lone Vale, like Tempe's Golden Bowers, 
To love away the Day, and charm the tedious Hours. 
Gilf. Tis but a Night, my Soul! my Happineſs! 
This Viſion of a Crown has lafted me, | 
And thou haſt made me weary oft already. 
Do all, when they've injoy'd this Golden Dream, 
So ſoon Repent ? 
Fane. Uſurpers like our ſelves. 
Alone we ſhall be Plagu'd with Ghoſtly Storms, 
Conjur'd by this our Guilt; amidft our Guards 
Be moſt in fear; at Meals we ne'cr ſhall eat, 
Without a Weapon hanging by a #air, | 
And pointed o'er our Heads; and every Night 
| Our Dreams ſhall torge Revenging Thunderbolts, 
Or elſe, like Brutus in our cloſeſt Studies, 7 
We ſhall have Murther'd Ceſar ever in our Eyes; 
And when, at laft, w'are trighted into Frenzy, 
Depos'd of Crowns, Ambition ſtill will haunt us; 
And wrerched, as we ſhall be, think of Reigning;. 
And act the Tyrant itil, an it be o 
Like mad Men in an Hoſpitzl—— O pity'd State?” 
Gilf. Ha! canſt thou think thy Gilford ſuch a Monfter? 
O give me way, yet nearer to thy Soul. 
Open thy Boſom, and let in this Criminal, 
Tae Shrine, the Sanctuary / for all my Fears. 
Had I uſurp'd the Univerſal Rule, IS 
Hanred its Kings like Droves about the World, 
Caſt all their Crowns in one upon this Head, 
And, till it reach'd the Sky, pil'd Throne on Throne, 
For all my Crimes thy Virtues can Attone. 
Where ſhall we turn to reſt? for here we walk 
On burning Scepters, and on glowing Crowns, 
Whilſt threatning Clouds are Marching o'er our Heads 
To pour like Spouts upon us. 


Fan. Let us in ſome Diſguiſe eſcape this Night, 


iſter? 


ds 


And 


And brouphr into Poſſeſſion of thoſe Charms, | 
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And throw our ſelves at Royal Mary's Feet; 
Then quit for ever this infected Throne; 
No more deluded be by Glory's Charms, e 
We'll find the World in one anothers Arms. [Both riſe, 
Our Portion ſhall the boundleſs Empire be ; 
Of true Love, Innocence and Liberty; 
For here we are | 
Shut like the Patriarch in the Ark alone, 
View all the Waters, and the World our own, 
But yet, alas! Impriſon'd in a Throne. | | 
[Going out, meets Duke and Dutcheſs of Suffolk; 
Suff. What now! ls this like England's Majeſty ! | 
Again in Sadneſs! hunting doleful Corners! 
Who have the vaſt, luxurious Globe to rove in. 


Without your Guards! ſhut from your longing Subjects; | 


Who, baniſh'd from your Chambers, make ſuch moan, 


As Birds lament the abſence of the Sun. 


Dutch. Ingrate ful Daughter! more Inhuman Gilford ? 
Wing'd with my Royal Right, th'/aft pitch'd upon 
The highef: and moſt envy'd Throne in Europe, 


Wien Whoſe injoy ment, tho' inrich'd with Crowns; | 
Thou art not fatisfy'd —— Shame of great Dadley's Blood 
Zane. O Mother! | 1 | 

Gilf Beſt of Mothers! Parent of my Love! the 
Dutch. Did J for thee refuſe my Claim of Empire 
And, leſt the _ Crown ſhould tempt my Mind, 
Put out the darling light of my Ambition, 
That thou ſnhould'ſt ſhine the brighter. ; 
Fane, Father! | | | 
Dutch, Uanatural Off ſpring of my Blood: 
O ſhut thy Ears againſt the Crocodile. 15 
For a few cunning Tears by Gilford ſhed, 
Which he but feign'd to ſave his Father's life, 


She did not ſcruple then t Uſurp the Throne, 
Which now her Conſcience will not let her keep 
To fave both ours — O that thou wert again 

An Infant, facking at thy Nurfes Breaſt, 5 
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And I forewarn'd thou would'ſt have prov'd ſo meas, 
] wou'd have ſnatch'd thee ſprawling, from the Nipple, 
And ſtamp'd thy Brains out, thus, againſt the Stones. 
= Fane. How, wretched is my State! I either muſt. 
My Virtue loſe, or Duty to my Parents; 

WW Yet witneſs all you Angels, and my Mother, 
Since either you or I muſt be a Queen, 
= That one of us muſt be the loath'd Uſurper, 

Em glad the Fate has light upon this Brow ; 

For I had rather bear the Guilt than you. 
Dutch Do, weep, that I may ſcorn thee. 
op By Heav'n there's not. a Tear ſhed for ſo baſe 

& A Cauſe, but draws an angry Curſe upon thee.. 
i Jane. O cruel Mother! - 
=_ Why threatens that beloy'd harmonious. Voice, 

Like ſofteſt Strings that jar when out of Tune: 

That Tongue was made for Bleſſings, not for Curſes. 

1 If yon will curſe, O curſe us from your Preſence, 
SE Curſe us beyond the Sun's forſaken Bed, 

Wbere we'll be baniſh'd, curſe us when ware dead. 


., With Heav'n conſent, that we may ſtreight lay downs 
i This Atlas Load, this weight of Royalty, a 
And fly to Mary, Heav'ns Anointed Queen, 

To purge this Guilt, and ſave my Father's Blood; 
Dutch. Dull Monſter! Ideot ! Thouſand Fools in one! 
| Gilf We lie on Pillows ſtuff d with Adders. Stings, - 

| Nor wear the Crowyn, for fear in putting off, 

| o Peace by Day, nor Sleep at Night we find, 
For Uſurpation ever in our Mind. 
A Guard of Ghoſts with Spears ſurround. the Throne. 
ID ſet us ſtreight from this Inchantment free, 


' 
U 
| 
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| This living Grave of Mountains o'er our Heads, 
For here are all th' Almighty's Plagues at once. 
And never eat without the dread of Poyſons, 
zike Centaurs Blood, it tear the Fleſh away. 
o Place toreſt, for when we wou'd lie down 


Dutch; What Guilt? what Centaurs Blood ſhould fright a 


For oy in Hell are more at Eaſe than we. [Queen 
| ch. 


Give 
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Give me the Crown——behold it on your Mother; 

It fits on me more light than if it were ¶ Puts on the Crown. 

A Garland of ſoft Roſes on my Head. 

1 feel no Poylon i in't, nor Magick Cham. 

Unleſs it be its Gems that ſhine to me 

Bright as the' Eyes of wanton Goddeſſes, 

Or Heav'ns blew Frame with Studs of Stars adorn'd, 

And i dare fit me-down in Edwards Chair, {Sits down. | 

Without the dread of Royal Ghoſts to fright me. 

I feel no Adders Stings, but tis as ſo ff 

To me as thoſe that lean on Virgins Boſomw. 

Shou d Harry's Corps, and Richmond's Shade, with all 

The Tudors, Grim 8 ſurround me. 24 

Burſt from their Marble Tombs, and gaping Urns, . 

With Scutcheons, Murrions, Gantlets, Corflets, *arma'd, 

That make the Living fear'd, and Dead more aweful; 

Tho' Hell too join, and both conſpire my Fall. 

I'd keep this Place, and Reign in ſpight of all. 

Enter Pembroke, Gardner wih the Great Seal, as See 

lor, with the reſt of the Lords, Guards, - 
Suff. Ha! 
Dutch. Gardner with the Seal! the Riddle, Peas 7 
Fane. What mean you by this Ceremonious Silence? 

Bring you more guilty Crowns to load me with? -- 

More Serpents in a Wreath to plague this Brow, 8 in 85 

Till *tis a Gorgon s, or Meduſa s Head,. | 

To fright my. Parents with their Monſtrous Birth . 

Why is this Prologue of your down-caft Looks? 
Pemb. O star! O Brightneſs Setting Sun of Victue! 
Fane, What can this mean, but owe: new honid Galt 

What Maſſacre have I commanded, ſay? 

What Murders has this Cruel Hand d 

Pronounce the Fact, and then the diſmal Sentence: 

Theſe dreadful Signs are A 95791 any Heath, | 
2 Say, Pembroke. | ; 
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ak, my Lord. 1 | | 
Ny ſtrious Princeſs! Star of un wu 
O Womin, X 25 to W: the Mirecle ,| 
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Of Fate, as well as Wonder of thy-Sex! 1. 
What can this Poſture mean t this filent Moan? 
But fignifie you muſt deſcend the Throne. 


Gilf. Ha! 1 As 
Fane; Say't again. i 3600 247 Ar 
Pemb. You are no longer Queen. 
Fane, Yet, yet once more. | +. nM 
Dutch. Treacherous Impoſtor! Traytor Pembroke! A 
Suff. My Lords e ee 
Pemb. And yet to us the Satisfaction 10 
Is not more great to plant it where tis due, At 
Than are our Griefs to take the Crown from ou. C 
Suff. O Zane! we have undone the. A 
Fane. O proceed. a > dots O 
| Pemb. The Council in Remorſe, not Hate to you, 2 
At Baynard's Caſtle firſt did vote you down, V 
With whom vaſt Numbers of the City join'd, T 
And all Proclaim'd King Harrys Daughter Queen. O 
Fan. Am I no longer Queen, ſay you? O Joy! 11 
Is this the Newys your dreadful Aſpects threaten'd? T 
Now pitying Heay'n has heard my Prayers at laſt, 
O Parents! Husband! you, my Lords, rejoice, V 
And let theſe Tidings kindle in your Faces 85 
Infectious Joy ; for mine is full of Raptures. 3 
Shout all you Hoſt of Angels, ſhout Mankind, 4 
My loaded Temples I'll with Pomp unbind. A 
O Parents, Husband; Kindred, Friends, what mean | 
The Current ot theſe Tears, and heavier Looks? G 
Suff. O Child, "moſt bleſt that ever Parent got! 0 
Thy Virtue makes my Blood in ev'ry Vein B 
{Which ought to prove a Mirror to my Daughter) A 
Bluſh to behold the Cryſtal Stream of thine : © L 
To run ſo pure from ſuch a muddy Fountain. 8 
Why doſt not join with Heaven to curſe this moſt 0 
Inhumane Father, and this Panther Mother? : 


Fane. Grieye you to ſee me lighten'd of a Crown! 
You: ſhould have wept when [ firſt put it on. 
Now my Head's cas'd, my Conſcience freed from Pain, 


I tread on Air, and I'm ſelf again. 
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Pemb. Can you this turn of Fate ſo bravely bear? 
Fane. I can, and put it off as a Diſeaſeecc, 
As I would take a Garland of May Flowers, 
And throw it from me when the Scent is gone. 

Pemb. And can you too, forgive this Revolution ? Tv Gilf. 
Gilf Forgive you! yes, you have ſo nobly done, 
Angels ſhall envy you the glorious Deed. 


Fane. Forgive you! Gilford, let us kneel and bleſs em. 
O happy Mary! bleſt in ſuch a Council! 

And Pembroke, none ſo brave — you all ſhall ſhine _ 
Chief Council to th immortal Throne for this. 

All Earth rejoice, and ev'ry living thing 


Of Janes depoſing joyful Tunes ſhall fing. 
O Sir! O happy Womb that gave me Birth! 


Weep, Weep no more, unleſs your Eyes ſend forth 
Tears of rich Joy, more kind than Summer's Rain, 
Or welcome drops upon the ſcorching Plain. 
Lift up your Thanks with us, the Heay'as adore, 

That happy Gilford is a King no more. | 5 
Gilf. Shout all for Gla.ineſs, *rwere leſs Sin to Mourn; 
When Joy came to the World, when ſhe was Born; 
Sing that this curſed Charm's unloos'd again, | 

That I am free, and Fane's no longer Queen. 
Away my Love, the Beams from yonder Throne 


Are hot, and parching as the burning Zone. 


Fane. My Lords, farewel; divided here from State, 
Gilford and I will make our glad Retreat, gs 
Quit this high Ground, nor dread the brambly Soil, 
But make it Pleaſant with our mutual Toil; we” 
And tho' you ſee us Poor and Naked driven, 

Like our firſt Parents, from the Groves of Heaven; 

Say not, Alas! but Act your Queen's Command. 


Guardi 


ing as Angels the forbidden Land; 


And let your Loyalties for ever be, 
Like Eden's Bounds, to part the Throne and me. 


I Exeum ſevernlly. 


| 
| 
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act IV. SCENE I. 


| Pembroke, uu. 


Or, for a dire Preſage of this black Day, 
Tbrow all your Thunder, ſportive Balls aways. 
Till with one horrid univerſal Crack, 


The frighted Earth, and Frame of Nature ſhake; N 
As from wild Chaos, with one Stroak *twas born, 


So back to Nothing let the Maſs return. 
| Enter Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


O Dutcheſs! O thou curſt and wretched Mother, 


Of all the Virtues of thy Sex in one! 
Puteh. What is t 301 ſay, my Lord! 
Pemb. O never weep; 


For ſnouldſt thou drown the World in penitence. | 


Knee], till your Joints had bor'd into the Marble, 
And worn the Altar Steps away, and pray'd 

Till Heaven's bright Book of Merc wanted Leafs 
Thy number of Petitions to : Tarn fon 

Jet all would be in vain to fave thy Soul, 

Hadſt thou not brought this Saint into the World. 
Dutch. Alas! I was not Born to be fo Curſt, 
To pull down Vengeance, or worſe Death on ber. 
Nor Fate, nor Malice too, can be ſo cruel” | 

To touch her Life. 
Pemb. © Fane! O precious Light ! 


That thou ſhouldſt be the Off-ſpring of ſuch Night! * 


Thus to our Wonder, Nature often ſhevys, 
The thornieſt Brake, may bear the ſweeteſt Roſe. 
The rareſt Graft, does from the Crab- Tree ſhoot, 
And Joathſom?'ſt Soil begets the richeſt Fruit, 


EEP Heav's ns, Alt Hail 104 Torrents from the Sky, 
And when y ave drein d the Briney Ocean dry, 
Weep on, and pour the watery Globe and Night, 
On the World's back, and quench this Orb of Light, 


Lady Jane Gray. 49 
Wiſe Providence no ſooner did create | | 
One Woman, by Miſchance, to be Man's Fate, 

But did another make to fave us ſtraight. 

O Heav'n! O Hell! To Mankind All, or Nought! 

O deadly Poiſon! Pretious Antidote! 


Like Vipers, Good and Bad, ye Virtues have, 


To cure the deadly Wounds your Fellows gave. 
Dutch. Inſult not o'er the Frailties of a Woman, 


But for Poor Fane, and for her Siſter's ſake - 


That lies in the ſoft Boſom of thy Son; | 
Join all thy Power and Intereſt with the Queen, 


| And throw em with thy ſelf beneath her Feet 
| To beg for Pity, *midſt this Fatal Crew, . 


Her Father's Life and Hers: She cannot grant you leſs, 
That ſnatch'd the Crown from her Unlawful Head, 
And put it on her own, 0 


- 
— 


Pemb. Laſt Night the Queen 
Arriv'd at Greenwich, but declares by Vow, 
She will not fee the Town, nor think of Mercy, 


Till all are Sentenc'd, which muit be this Morning; | 


Soon as the Lords are form'd int' a Tribunal. 

Northumberland by Arundel Artached, 15 

His greateſt Foe, and Poſted back to Town, 

No ſooner was diſmounted from his Horſe, 

But hurried to his Judges in the Hall. j 
Dutch. The worſt Severity on him, can ne er 


Be thought too Cruel. 


Pemb, See, the Horrid Shew. 


Lad Jane, Gilford, Northumberland, with three of his . 
: : 


er Sons, the Marqueſs of Northampton, and ſeveral o- 
ther Priſoners of Quality, paſs over the Stage Guarded, as 
to their Tryals, in a Solemn Manger. 


{ Behold! and if thou haſt, nor Eyes, nor?Dapgers, | 


To penetrate within thy Marble Heart, - 
View here a Sight wou'd mortifie the'Fiends, 
Theſe thy own Bowels, which th' Inhumane Hands, 


8 Have 
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Have torn from thence, ard hurl'd to Execution 
Thy Husband, Daughter, Son-in-Law, poor Gilford? 
The Marqueſs of Northampton, with his Friends 
The Wretched Dudly too! O pitious Object! 
With four of his Unbappy Sons Attended, 
In fad Praceſſion, diſmal Order come. [lowers, 
Dutch. Ha! Is that Heav'n! and are not thoſe her Fol. 
A Golden Troop of Angels! No, they are not—— 
What does that Fiend Northumberland do with her! 
Pemb. See, how ſhe takes her Gilford by the Hand, 
Smiling upon bim, and does ſeem to ſay, 
is a more welcome Coronation Day. | 
O Bleſt and Happy Train! In following her, 
Jour Crimes are all Atton'd for, and Forgiven, 
'Thus led by her, you muſt needs go to Heaven. 
Dutch. Ha! | 
Pemb. Behold the Spoils of thy Luxurious Pride ! 
The Trophies of thy Female fierce Ambition! 
O Woman! Born to put the Sin in thought, 
Which, your firſt Mother and the Devil got; 
' Left Heav'n in Mercy ſhou'd forget the Stain, 
And call the Curſe on Mankind back again, 
Dutch, Where are they gone? 4 
Pemb, To Hell, where ſhou'd Northumberland be gone! 
To ſuffer for the Sin that thou haſt taught em; 
For thy Ambition, to be ſcourg'd with Scepters, 
With red hot Crowns their Temples to be ſear d, 
And burring Globes be hurl'd about their Ears, 
Like Tennis Balls, to make the Devils ſport. 
Dutch. Ha! Have I found thee Ante-Monarchy! 
- Go, Preach Damnation to thy Curſed Tribe; 
I'll hear no more ſuch Doctrine. | 
Pemb. How fhe ſtares! 8 
How wild the talks? Heav'ns! I have done amiſs. 
This Sight, and Apprehenſion of my Words, 
Have turn'd her Wits. 
Dutch. What ſay'ſt thou, Hypocrite? Avant 
Ifind thee now; thou art a Puritan, 


e! 


TLaady Jane Gray. 51 

A Pulpit Devil; I know thee by thy Cant, 

And thy Geneva Tone, thy Cap and Night- Cap. 

| Pemb. Hell! Fr 
Dutch. I'll not to Hell; Hell is a Commonwealth, 

A Parliament of Rebels. | 
Pemb. Madam, reſume your wiſe Couragious Temper; 


Iwas to blame, and meant not this in earneſt, 


By all my Hopes! I'm ſorry for th Attempt. 
Your Daughter's Guardian Angel will protect her, 


Call back the Sentence-of the mercileſs Laws, 


And ſtay the Ax from falling on her Head. 

The Queen will | | mY 
Dutch. Queen! Did you talk of Queens, and Axes, ha! 

Run Slaves, fetch me my Rods and Axes, ſtraight, 

Haſte to the Forum, uſher in your Empreſs; 

Lead to the Senate, and proclaim my Coming; 

Do they deny me Entrance! Down with the Gates, 

Ofi with their Hinges; Seize the Capitol, 1 

Pl make 'em-know, that I am Cezſar's Daughter. 

Look, how the fearful Rogues in Scarlet crouch! 

Their trembling Joints, and tottering Sconces ſhake, 

Like Heads of Poppy on their quivering Stalks. 

Give me the Crown Northumberland, Fn ſeize i.. 

Ha! Are you Mute! And will not Vote me then! | 

Where are my Legions ?——Pile your Faggots round; 

Burn this rebellious Swarm within their Hive, 

And ſet the gawdy Streets of Rome on Fire | 
O! Nero was a gallant Prince! [Exit Dutchejto 
Enter Gardner with the Great Seal, Attendants, 

Gard. Moſt noble Lord! commanded by the Queen, 
I am Commiſſion'd, to make one amongſt 
The Judges of her Crown, the King's Bench Court; 
An Honour, I am proud of under Pembroke, 
Who is to ſet Chief Juſtice for the Day, 
Pemb. My Lord of Wincheſter, and Chancellor, 
This Favour of our Sovereign is Divine, | 
Yet not too Great for her we muſt Arraign; 95 
Why have you left the Court 5 Peers, my Lords? 
ta” 


How 
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How is the Great Northumberland come oft? 
And the Bold Marqueſs of Northampton? 

Gard. Both are Condemn d; but tor the Duke of Suffolk, 
* yeen has Pardon d him before his Tryal. 

. A Happy Omen! may it be the Prologue 

To: ber more wiſh'd for Mercy, to his Daughter. 

Gard. The Buſineſs of this Grand Conſult, was ſhort: 
The Haughty Duke, who in Proſperity, 
Towr'd like the King of Birds, and vy'd the Sun, 
Whilſt leſſer Niger of the lower Region . 
Flagg'd out of ef and panted to behold him; Ix 
Yet now, in his Diſgrace, no humble Quarry, 
' Daſh'd from the Pounces of the frightful Hawk, 


Did creep and tremble on the Ground ſo vile. 


Pemb. The Nature of an Upſtart, Baſe and Mean. 
None more Imperious, Lofty, Proud in Office; q 
But when Degraded,none more Cringing, Poor and Fawning, 

Gard. He offer'd but a weak Defence, till n, 
That he did Act but by Authority, 5 
And under the Impreſſion of this Seal. 

His main Exception, was againſt the Lords, 
Urging they could not be his Law ful Judges, 
By whoſe Commands in Council he proceeded, 
And they with him, obey d the Querg. 1 in Power. 

Pemb. A ſtunning Queſtion, that. 

Gard. Twas ſoonrefoly'd; this Seal was  prov'd to be 
The Seal of an Uſurper, no more, Lawful, | 
Than any Rebel's putting on a Crown 
Makes a True King — Then for the Lords, 
Wou'd you have all the Council puniſh'd for 
The Treaſon of this foul Rebellious Duke, 
That one Man's curſt Ambition drew *em to? 
That were a Cruel Decimation, worſe | | 
Than the moſt Barbarous Juſtice of Old Rome, 
The Innocent to ſuffer with the Guilty,  . 
As there, perhaps the Valiant wich the Coward. 

Pemb. Thenmy Lord. 
For 1 ſtrong rere of the Dake, 
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4. they. are going out, Suffolk meets them, and Jane a 


To make this ſad Tribunal more compleat 


Such Storms of Miſery have ſhook our Houſe, 


And, like a Fury, driven about its Houſe, 
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since no Attainder was againſt the Peers, 

His Brethren in Guilt, they by our Laws 

Were held as equal Judges as the beſt, 
Gard. They were—— Pl wait on you, my Lord. 


Gilford, at another Door, as going to their Tals. 


Gard. My Lord of Suffolk, wou'd you ought with us? 
Fane. Alas, my Father! 
Pemb, What wou'd your rer The Court does "Owe 
my Lord. 5 
If you want Woe, to ſet the niceſt Touch, 

And Maſter-ſtroak of Sorrow on this Scene, 


And ſolemn, than the laſt, partake of mine. £1 7) 

Pemb. Wou'd you have any thing thatwe can grant you? 
975 I run to you for Shelter from my en 

But find I muſt deſpair to meet it here. 

The Pillars of it crack beneath the Weight; 

And I am only left to tell the Story. 

Ambitious Fires have ſear d us to the Bone, 

Like Lanny pierc'd, and made its fatal AF: 

Into the inmoſt Cloſets of the Mind. 

Gard. My Lord 5 . 
Suff. The wretched Mother of thei woful Daughter. 
The Wife of this inhumane flinty Boſom * 

Is grown diſtracted by a furious Grief, 
Her Senſe dug up, and rooted like a Mine, p 
Scourg'd by her Tyrant Sorrow from its Throne, 


Alas! ſhe's mad. 
Fane. What ſaid my Lord? What ſpeaks my rather? 
Suff. Mad as the raging Billows of the Sea, | 

The bated Panther, or Nemaan Lion; 

Or as the Tyger in his Search of Prey, 

When cruel Appetite had whet bis Fury, 
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Fane. Juſt Heay'n! theſe are beginnings of the Treat 
That w'are invited to partake &er long. h 
Suff. O thou beſt Child of all thy tender Sex! Wo 
Thou Sanctuary of Innocence! Eet me adore thee. . 

It was not long fince theſe Ambitious Arms | 
Took thee by force, faſt bound thee to the Throne, 
And put the Crown with Threatnipgs on thy Head; 
For which, my Lords, life up your awful Hands, 
And with your Sword of Juftice cut em off, _ 
Theſe Knees, the vile Examples to the Crowd, 

That taught em firft ro bow to my Ambition, £1 
Let em do Penance thus, and kneel for ever. [ Kneels. 
Fane. What means my Lord! I did not think to ſtain 

My havghty and couragious Innocence : 
With the leaſt drop; but this, alas, has wrack'd me. 
My Father's Woes, and Mother's dreadful Story 
Has wrung a Torrent from my bleeding Eyes, 
With fiercer pain than Vitals from my Heart: 
© beſt of Fathers! wowd you bleſs me; riſe, 
This is the worſt of all Idolatries. N 
Gard. My Lord of Pembroke, ſee the Court expects us. 5 
b Sulf. Stay, ſtay, you eager Miniſters of Fate! 
In whoſe one Hand is Lite, the other Death. 
Pemb. My Lord, what mean you? | 
Suff. Is it for nought, dear Country Men, you ſee- 
A guilty Father kneeling to his Daughter? 
Gard, You act againſt the Juſtice of our Place, 
We dare not hear, nor ſuffer this, my Lord; 
You muſt remove from hence till Sentence given. 
Fane, Riſe, O my Father! Gilford, lend thy Hand. 
This Poſture does infe& our Innocent Blood, 
And makes me guilty of the Shame I ſuffer, 
Pemb. My Lord, we muſt deſire you to depart, 
Or elſe deſiſt, and leave us to our Duty. 

Suff. Firſt, hear me, Lords; your Breath is as the Gods, 

As is the voice of Heav'n, pronouncing juſtice, 
Let not grim Statutes, nor the Judges ſway you. 
Your Breaſts are Oracles, and your Decrees Tm 


— 
wa 


» (CARL „ 


5 
* - Sf aA _ a =. oc cM 


Inevitable 
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We bluſh to hear, therefore, my Lord, be gone. 


And for your Faults muſt ſuffer as a Martyr. 


Hold you that Favour from a Duke, which you” 


A wretched Father for his Daughter plead 


And when you come to die; (conſent to't Heay'n!) 


And meet your juſt Rewards, like Fiends in Hell. 


Sit with the awful Judge of all the World, 
a the laſt day, Arraign em at the Bar 
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Inevitable Acts without Appeal. 
Gard. This is ſo great a Fact againſt the Laws; 
such Boldneſs to obſtruct the courſe of Juſtice 


Suff What tho' the Law has ſtil'd her an Uſurper, 
Turn your Eyes inward, probe em to your Hearts, 
Your Conſciences, from whom is no Appeal: 

Know that your ſelves, the Judges, and the Lords 
Gave both your Votes, your Threatnings, and 7m Prayers” 
To ſet this Innocent againſt her Will 

Upon the Throne, for which ſhe's now Arraign'd, 


Pemb. My Lord 
Suff Yet, yet permit me. 


Allow your common Proftitutes of Law? 

A Mouth ſtuft with the Frazes of his Client, 
Suffer an Advocate to rail for Gain, 

A Lawyer for his Fee, and will not hear 


Gard. You preach to Rocks, and how! utito the Seas 
W'are deaf as they, to what we dare not hear. | 
You muſt obey the Dictates of the Law; 

And ſo farewell. D Exemm Pemb. and Gard: 

Suff. Go then, but take a Father's Curſe along; | 
A wretched Father, blaſt of all his Iſſue. 

May you like me deſpairing live, like me 
See all your Children Naughter'd i in your Sight. 


If you, to ſave your ſelyes, condemn this Saint, 
May your black Souls on Blaſphemy take Wings, 


7 O Sir! ( Angel ? 
F. Weep not, thou drooping Flower! thou mourning 
Bright as a Cherubim thou fhalt deſcend, ; 
ike a Planet gayer than the Sun, 
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Of Heav'n, and plunge them into Fires for this: 
Jane oo | 
Fane. Sir! O Father! 
Suff. O Son! O Daughter of my Bowels! | 
I bode theſe Eyes ſhall never ſee thee more. 
Far as from Earth to the Immortal Dwelling, - 
This Moment parts thee from thy Wretched Father. 
Stain not with Tears th Injuſtice, nor thy Wrongs, 
But let the Task of Weeping all be mine. 
Fane. This is a Tryal harder to be born 
Than that we go to meet with, | : 
Suff. Hadſt thou been ſet by Tygers in the Deſart, 
I cou'd have charm'd em ſooner than thy Judges; 
Or hadſt been rack'd upon the milder Ocean. 
I cou'd have ſwam, and born thee o'er. the Billows; 
Immur'd with Fires, I cou'd have ſnatch'd thee thus, 
And held thy Body in theſe Arms unſcorch'd, 
Pull'd thee from forth the Jaws of Plagues and Famine; 
But from inexorable Laws and Judges 
I cannot. 5 80 | 
Fane. Blame not the Laws, nor mitigate my Crime, 
But bleſs the Queen that ſav'd my Father's Life, 
Speak Comfort to my Mother, and de Loyal 
well.. 7 OV 
Suff. Be Loyal! What a Parodox is that? 
Can $Saffolk Loyal be when thou art ſlain! 
Preach Loyalty to Lucifer that fell, 
To Tygers that are robb'd, to Fiends in Hell, 
But not to me, my Child. A long Farewell. 


CExit Suffolk. 


SCENE draws and diſtuvers Pembroke, Gardner, 
Judges, Officers, and all Formalities of the Court. 


Pemb. My Lord Chief Juſtice, and my Lords the Judges, 
Lam not ignorant that this great Seſſion, : 
IE. the moſt prime Prerogative of the Crown, 


olk, 


Nor that the Queen ſuſpe&s your Truſt, my Lords; 
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The higheſt and moſt awful Seat of Juſtice, 

And that the. Queen preſides in Perſon here | 

Above all other Courts. ra eit at ae 1906 242 þ 
Gard. Room for the Lady; make the Priſoners way! 
Pemb. Moſt Virtuous Lady, we intreat you fit, _ 
Fane. My Lord, you might have ſpar d the ſtile of Virtuous; | 

Ill fits that Title on Delinquents Brows; 

We come to be Arraign'd by other Names. 

Gard. Now, pray proceed, my Lord. 
Pemb, I come not here to alter any Rules; 
Neither to act in Favour, nor againft 4 * 
The Noble Priſoners now to be Arraign d; 


x 


But know, molt equal Judges of the Land, 
This moſt unfortunate, this Princely Lady - 
Whom y'are to try, beſides her Godlike Parts, 
Such rare and vaſt Endowments of her Mind, 
Which far excel all Patterns of her Sex 
That ever went before her; likewiſe is 
Of ſuch high Birth, and of a Line ſo Sacred, 
That the bright Beams proceeding from the Sun 
Come not more near to the Imperial Light | 
That gilds the World, than ſhe is to the Royal Fountain? 
Yet ſo ſevere, ſo ftraiten'd are our Lavvs, | 
She cannot claim the Privilege of her Peers, 
Which ſome this day, though far beneath her Perſon; 
In right of Blood, and Virtues, are allow'd, 

Gard. Firſt, let a Chair be brought. 

Pemb. We beg you wou'd fit down. © | 

Fane. Shou'd I a Criminal, ſit down before 
My immortal Judge above, and Judges here? 
Yet think not, Noble Lords, I hither come 
Before my Mind had form'd within it ſelf 
The fierceſt, grim Idea of your Juftice, | 
Which e'er a Mortal Guilt cou'd pull from Heav'nz 
Nor think 1 can be frighted with your Forms, ! 
Tho? all your Scarlet Robes ſhot Flames of Fire, ©: 
And all your-Words were A Darts to hit ne; 

| | C5 x 
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In my uneafie Pomp I felt the Dread. 


And when the fatal Crown was on my Head, 
This Shew was in my Heart. | 


Giff. Go on, and ſtrike your Thunder through our Ears; 


Shoot all your barbarous Terms of frightful Laws; 
Paint to our Eyes, the monſtrous Shapes of Judgment, 
Look terrible as executing Angels. 

And fer your ſimple Sword, to plague us no more, 
Produce your whole Artillery of Juſtice, 

Plt bear em all, and if I chance to faint, 

Steal but a Look from hence, and I am heal'd. 


| Gard, Proceed in calling Witneſſes. [Lady, 
Pemò. Stay give me firſt the Charge —— Moſt noble 


"Tis the Queen's Pleaſure, you ſhould be arraign d, 
Not as vile Rogues and fouleſt Traytors are. 

With one Hand tremblin „giving my Commiſſion, 
And with the other lifted up to Heav'n, 

She cry'd Alas! and then ſome Tears that fell 
Stopp'd for a while the reſt ſhe had to ſay. - 

I give thee this not to be Slave to Statutes, - 

But. curb the rigid Law z be merciful, 

Let Royal Pity Seal thy tender Breaft, 


And if thou weep'ft, ſay 'twas thy Queen that taught thee . 


The Form of your Indictment you have heard, 
TY only then repeat the Subſtance to you. 
Gard, Moſt worthy Gentlemen that are the jury, 

Caſt your Eyes on the Priſoners at the Bar, | 
And hear my Lord pronounce their mighty Charge. 

Pemb. Madam, and you, my Lord, are both Indicted 

As falſe and perjur d Traytors to the Queen —— 

O that thoſe Syllables | 

Were Pciſon to the Tongue from whence they flow d. 

E'er I had Breath to utter ſuch a Sound. 

That you, I ſay, contriv'd and levy'd War 

Azainſt our Soveraign Lady now the Qaen, 

And both together Trayterouſſy depos'd, 

Whilſt, Madam, you Ufurp'd the Royal Throne 

Of ;Englane,.and Proclaim'd your ſelf its Queen, . | 


— — 
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' Your true and lawful Soveraign then alive! 


And this I think's the Subſtance of your Charge; 

To which you both muſt plead, and now be try'd. 
Gard. What ſay you? are you Guilty, or not Guilty? 
Gilf. My Lord, to this Indictment at the Bar, 

As to Depoſing of the Queen, to kill her, 


And our repeating Murders in her Kingdoms, 


To the malicious Words as they are laid, 
We ſay we are not Guilty ; yet intend 


No Plea in Bar of Juſtice; for the Angels 


Are not more clear from the vile Sin of Devils, 
Than were our Souls from ſuch a black Deſign. 
But now, my Lord, to cut this tedious Loom, 
That elſe would be too long a winding up, 

And make the Cauſe but ſhort; 

To ſpare your florid Council in the Laws, 

Their hoard of Elequence for time of need, - 

To let em fall like Torrents on the Heads 

Of ſturdy Malefactors at the Bar; 

As to th' Offence, the Treaſon of the Mind, 


| We ill perſiſt, and plead our Innocence, 


But to the Fact on which the Law takes hold, 

We ſay w'are Guilty. | 
Pemb. Ha! Gilford! Lady! think on what you ſay. + 
Gard. You ſay y are Guilty both? | 
Femb. For Heav'ns fake, pray, my Lord 
Jane. Gilf. We are both Guilty. | 
Pemb. Seas and vaſt Mountains fall upon my Head 

Rather than this be real. See, O Jane! | 

Thy Judge deſcending from his Throne of . — PE 

Both Sword and Scales he throws beneath thy Feet, 


His Life to boot to ſave thy drop of Blood, 9 | 
Confider what thou fay'ſt. | = 
Gilf. Fane:-We both are Guilty. = 
Pemb. O Gilford! ſay't not fof a Kingdom. | | 
Gard. Record their Plea, and this their bold Confeſſion; | 
They've own'd the Charge, and you muſt find em Guilty. 


Gif, 
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Gilf. Pronounce our Doom; why d' ye delay our Sentence 

Pemb. O Pattern of the brighteſt Saint in Heav'n! 
Recal that word, the Terror of which Sound 
Has ſtruck thy Judges with a mortal Wonder; 
We had a thouſand Hopes to ſave thy Life, 

But now, alas! have none. | | | 

Gard. Madam, and you, my Lord, are both convicted, 
And you muſt now prepare to hear your Sentence; 

If you have any thing to ſay againſt it, 2 7 
Or why it ſhould not paſs, the Court will hear you. 

Fane. What can I ſay? to beg my Life L will not. 

Gard. Then hear the Court—— my Lord, pronounce, Bf 

Fane. A word. my Lords. 23 
My Lord of Pembroke, you are our Relation, 

The Queen owes to your Loyalty and Virtue 

All that ſhe has, -the-Baniſhment of Treaſon, 

And this maft-welcome-and-applauded Juſtice.-.. | 
You my Lord Chancellor, are Wiſe and Juſt, 

With Pity that adorns your Pious Function, 

Ang you. my Lords the Judges, read in Statutes, 
Learn'd in the Laws, and Cuſtoms of the Nation. 
Behold this noble-Youth, undone by me, 1 
This goodly Flower. nipp'd in its tender Growth - 

By me a Poyſonous Yew; a fatal Blaſt! © | 

I do not ſue to bar your welcome juſtice, 

To take my Life out of the Scale, but his: 
Commend him as an Object to the Queen, 

As the wou'd ſpare a Child that's to be born, 
Whoſe Parent had like me committed Treaſon, : + 
The thoughtleſs-Infant ſleeping in the Womb. | 

Pemb.. Madam; we'll taithfully obe y your Pleaſure, 
And hope the Queen as readily will grant. 

Gif Hear her not, awful Judges! noble Pembroke ! 
But ler your Godlike Juſtice ſtrike th Offender 
By me ſhe's here, by my Ambition err'd; 
And when the Natien all eombig'd' to force her, 
Yow all can Witneſs how ſhe bore th Aſſault, 
Stood like the Capitol, belieg'd by Gauls, 
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Whilſt the whole Roman Empire was at Stake; 


6r | 
Y N 3 
Ther! 


And when nor Prayers, nor Tears, nor Threats could moye 


Her Parents danger, nor my Love ſo prix d; 
Till ſhe beheld a Weapon at this Breaſt, _ 
She ſtood impregnable to all thoſe Batteries, 
And then at laſt did ſuffer to be dragg'd,. 
More like a Malefactor in a Sledge, 
Than in a gawdy-Chariot, to be Crown'd. _ 
This ſay, and tell the Queen I was the Traitor 
Pemb. Madam, there's nothing then remains, 
But oh! the hardeſt Task for me to do Is 
That ever Heart, not made of Steel, could think, 
Or ever Tongue relate, which is your Sentence, 
And which the Law provides for ſuch Offences. 
ane. Look on me, Gilford, with thoſe healing Eyes i 
While w' are together, we'll deyour our Woes 
And Miſeries ſhall be the Banquet of , * 
Our parting Lives, deck d out with gaudy Love. 
Pronounce it in the Name of Heav'n, my Lord, | 
Pemb, Riſe then with mo O ghaſtly Audience, hear! 
Start up like Spirits in Shrouds, or Statues mute, 
Not the leaft Senſe or Motion that you live, 
Nor fatal Sign of Pulſe or Breath appear, 
Nor Lips be curſt to ſay Amen, but mine; 
But with that awful Silence, pale, and fix d, 
As. you would hearken to the World's great Doom 
Fane. My Lord, yau are too pitiful. £ 
Pemb. And when you ſee me ready to pronounce, _ 
Wiſh that this Breath were Poyſon to infect you, | 
Theſe weeping Eyes were threatning Comets, rather -- 
Theſe Tears a Deluge that would drown the World, - 
But oh! I amr condemn'd to ſpeak; and When 
Hereafter you'd relate a Tale that's ſad, | 


Remember this unhappy Pair, remember 


Poor Pembroke thus aMicted as he is 


* * 2 
* 
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i,. What is it? quick, pronounce; fee, we are guarded. 
Thus Hand in Hand, while w' are intrench'd with Love, 
Each gallant Courage is the other's Armour, 

Pemb.” Lou both are to be carry'd from this Bar 
Unto the Priſon, or Place from whence you came, 
From whenee y are to be drawn upon two Hurdles 
Uato the common Place of Execution, | 
Where you, my Lord, muſt by the Neck be hang d, 
Cut down alive. and, in the ſight of all, - 
Your Bowels pulPd out, and burnt before your Face; 
Your Head firſt to be ſever'd from your Bedy, . 
And Body then divided into Quarters, 
Which are to be diſpos'd of by the Queen 
Bat, Madam, out of Reverence to your Sex, 
And for diſtinAions Sake and Modeſty, 
Your Body muſt be compaſs d round with Faggots, 
And there be faſten'd to a Stake, and burnt : 


And ſo, kind Heav'n have Mercy on your Souls. 


[scene draws: Exe. omnes prater Jane, Gilford, and Guards. 

Fiane. Come to the faithful Partner of thy Bed, 

To all thy Wiſhes and thy Sorrows wed. | 

Thou Joy! thou Pain! thou Comfort! and thou Grief! 

Fear of my Heart! and Pleaſure of my Life! 

How long ſhall we be toſt by ev'ry Breath, 

From Courts to Priſons, and from Priſons to Death! 
Gilf. Where: muſt theſe Halberts lead us? tothe Tower? 

Our Dungeon now that was our Nuptial-Bower,” 

So fell the Angels that did ſo aſpire, 


As I am puniſh'd for ſo raſh Deſire, 


To think there ſo much Happineſs could be 

On Earth, to be poſſeſs d of Crowns, and thee; 
Jans. Sweet Harmony of Life, juſt Muſick flows 

From Souls, and Strings, by Stops that interpoſe; 

Always intranc'd, is never to be bleſt, 

Hunger delights, but Surfeits ſpoil the Taſte: 

Love were not Love, nor wou'd yon Heay'n be dear, 

K ever we erjoy d fuch Raptures here. 
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Gilf. Sure never Pair were born by Fate ſo ſoon 
To kiſs the Sun, then driv'n ſo quiekly down, . . 
Shot like a pond'rous Weight, that from the Sky 
With greater force does to the Center fly. 

Marry'd and Crown'd, injoy'd the Nuptial Bed, 

Convicted, and to Execution led; 

King, Queen, and nothing; all before the Sun _ 

Had twenty of its daily Courſes run. We: 

Fane. Behold us here, thus toſt; thus driv'n, thus hurl'd;.. 

Gilford and I be Warnings to the World ; | 

For popular Applauſe, and falſe Renown- 

Make but a barren Title to a Crown. 

A raſh Uſurper with no Right but theſe - _ 

Rides like a Ship unballaſt on the Seas; 

Flatter'd with gentle Winds, does proudly Sail; 

But when the Billows rage, and Storms prevail, 

Her glorious Bulk too empty for its height, 

The Sea and dreadful Ruin ſwallow ftraighr. - 1 
| [Exennt. Onnegs - | 
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Northumberland ſolus. 


Curt Ambition ! fatal to Mankind; 
| Banefull'ſt of all the Paſſtons of the Mind? 
Too big for the Foundation, thou-muſt fall, 
And coveting too much, doſt hazard all. 
Nameleſs and dead, Poſterity and thee, 
The Branches periſh'd with the fatal Tree. - 
No Age to come ſhall ſpeak of Dadley's Name, 
Recount his Glories, or his Childrens Fame; 
The Seeds that I had ſown to Heav'n to ſhoot, 
Storm'd in a Night, and ſhaken with the Root: 
Yet the Queen's pious to a Miracle, 12 
Will ſpare thy Life to ſave a Soul from Hell. 
Bed ſupple Conſcience, when Life's to be gain'd, 
That may be certain, what's hereafter feign'd ; 
We know not what's on th* dther fide the Skreen, 
Behind yon dreadful Curtain to be ſeen. 
Turn Prodigal, and let the Husks alone, 
Rome's an Indulgent Mother to her Son. 
| Enter Gardner. 


To ſee a Noble Man in Miſery, 
Northumberland t hat was ſo great, in Chains, 
Looks like malicious Triumph in Revenge, 


And bend with Sorrow lower than my Fortune; 

The Frailties of Mankind, wiſe Angels hide. 

Man is but Man, and Heav'ns beſt Grace is Pardon; 
None can accuſe me, nor defend me better. 

My Lord of Vincheſter had rather be 

My Confeſſöf, than Witneſs to Arraign me. 


ACTY. SCENE I 


Gard. I come, my Lord, tho' loth, at your Requeſt, 


Of the ill Offices I had from him. 
North. For which, my Lord, I kneel to be forgiy'n, 


Gard: b 


And knowing Fane in Luthers Hereſie 
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Gard. Riſe full of Pardon from above, and me. 
If there be ought within the Miters Power, _ 
Or my ſmall Management of State to grant ou. 
With Charity and Love profeſt and rell. 
With vileſt Malice thrown behind my Back, 
And:worſt of Injuries forgot; IIl do't. | 
North. I wou'd forſake this Step-Mother to Truth; 
This wrong Religion of my own Adoption, | 
And fain wou'd turn to the true Womb that bore me; 
The Natural Parent of my long loſt Faith, 
But want a Guide like you, to ſhew the way 
Gard. What ſaid you? are you real, Noble Duke!” 
The Vault of Heav'n ſhall ring with Hallelujahs, 
And Rome for this, eternal Anthems fing, 
That you, my Lord, forſake your fatal Error. i 
North, By all the Hoſt of Angels that in Cheir? 
Reſound the Praiſe of one repenting Sinner, al 
I thirſt, 1 burn, I kneel to be receiv'd 
Into the Boſom of Rome's Faith again. + Bak 
Gard, By what ſtrange Miracle wert thou, my Song _ 
Sratch'd from that ſtubborn Anvile of Religion 2 75 
(Which forg'd ſo many harden d Heretieks ß 
Into the tender mouldings of the Church)! | 
North. Tho? ſtill convinc'd of Rome's Immortal Power, 
Charm'd with the dazling hopes of being great,"  *© 
Feigning what pleas d the Headſtrong Harry beſt; 
I, for 15 mean a Price as Favour, fold 
My deareſt Faith, deceiy'd young Edward too; 


— 
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To be more ſtrongly rooted, than to change, 

Ambitious to intail the Crown on Gilforlu. 

Still own'd my ſelf a zealous Proteſtant, 

But fince, the Prime of Saints that's now in Heay'n; 

Did once, like me, deny his Lord on Earth, 

May I not hope, and you pronounce my Pardon ? | 
Gard. My Lord, my welcome Son, let me embrace you: 

But are you griev'd for this Apoſtacy ? 22 

A real Catholick now, and do believe 


There 
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There is no other Faith on Earth to ſave you, 
And are reſolv'd to die in that Opinion? 5 
North: 1 am, and by my Vows and Tears confirm it. 
Gard. O then let me adopt thee, | 
North. Beſt of Fathers! | 
Mine gave me Birth, and launch'd me to the World, 
He lent this Frame, but you an Arm to ſteer it. 
©-Pilate of the Soul! bleſt Guide to Heav'n? 
That with the ſofteſt and rhe mildeſt Function, 
Brings Man to Glory through a Milky way. 
Gard. Enough. | . 
North, Cou'd 1 but win my Gifford too in Death; 
To Seal the Roman Faith with Dudley's Blood, 
Then had I all that I can wiſh, _ | 
SGard. O Miracle! 7% 
That were a Triumph worthy of the Cauſe, 
Mark me, O gallant Duke. | K 
Bring but young Gilford home to deck Roms Lawrels, 
And that proud Champion of their Worſhip, Jane; | 
Tc make thee happy, and reward: thee greatly, 
| The Powers of either World ſhall be at ſtrife, | 
Il give thee Heav'n, the Queen ſhall grant thee Life. 
North. Shall-they. have Mercy too? ft. 
Gurd. Yes, all ſhall live. | | 
Fl inſtantly about it to the Queen, 
Who ſhall ſend Orders to conduct you to em. 
| Ener Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
Behold fall'n-Man, the Slaughter of Ambition. 
Pride like a Vulture, tears the lovely Quarry 
This Woman once an Angel in her Sphere, 
Has now within her Breaſt a greater Hell, 
Than thoſe damn d Spirits that for her Vice ſo fell. 
Why is this Fury let abroad? 
Dutch. I come to ſeek a virtuous Prieſt like thee ; 
And that I may be ſure, I hunt by Night, 
Grope in the Dark. | 
Gard, And why by Night? 


5 Dutch, 


Dutch. O there's a Reaſon for it. ; 
For mind me, Sirs, by Day they are as thick 
As Whales in Forreſts, or as Stars at Noon, 

So thick they croſs the Scent — Fx £0 

Beſides by Day we know not one from tYother, 

They all look grave and wile like rhee, and godly z: 
But then at Midnight, mark me, if I-find | 
(As tis a chance, and very rare, my Lords), 

One on his Knees a Faſting and a Praying, 

Then F let looſe my Guard of Furies on him; 

That worry: him to Death —— I'll have no Praying 
Amongſt your Tribe at all, but in the Pulpit, Ws 
Nor Faſting, but at Meals Ha !- what does ail me!? 

Gard. A little fick of Pride, a Fit o'th' Mother. | 
Dutch; Ha am 1 tronbled then with thy Diſcaſe? 

PI turn Phyſician firſt, and kill more Bodies, 

Than thou haſt made deſpair, and murder'd Souls. 

Say, Reverend Hypacrates, wilt thou teach me? 

Gard. Tis like ſhe'd fall to Phyfick after eating. 

Dutch. Ha! now you talk of eating, rarely thought. 

Pray, will your Lordſhip ſup with me to Night? 

/ Gard, Whyte : 0541. S959 14 wt 
Dutch. I invite you to a Diſh you love. 

Gard. What ist? | 

Dutch. It is a fine plump Dioceſs. 

Larded with 6x fat Parſonages at leaſt, 

Beſides two Biſhopricks of Hereticks, 

Sticking like Gizards to it in Comendam. 

Gard. Malice and Pride turns Witchcraft ſtraight, or Mad-- 
This fickneſs of the Mind ill bodes the Body. [neſs. 
You are not well, Repent, and think of dying. | 

Dutch. I will not think of Death this twenty Tears. 

I am not fifty yet, and find my ſelf 810 
As gay and young as any of my Daughters. 

Look I not killing, fit to grace the Park? 

[Looks in her Pocket Glaſi. 

III take the Air to Night- -My Chariot ready. 0 

Hear me, you Slaves, be ſure I have my Coach, 
teh. Which: 
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Which the Queen ſaid was finer than her own: 
PIl have eight Horſes too, to draw me thither; 
Six is a ſneaking Number Fie upon it; ; 
My Chaplain's Wife, that was my Chamber-Maid, 
- Has fix, and has not dubb'd her Husband yet a Biſhop. 
Gard. How her Brain ſoars, and her Ambition praunces! 
The Aſp has ſtung like Tarrantala. 
Dutch. So, is my Chariot come? My Lords, farewell, 
Wou'd you have any Service where I'm going? 
Gard. Where's that? 1 'Fl 
Dutch. I'll tell you in your Ear——to Hell, my Lord: 
Reſolve to go and bear me Company: _ | 
My Flanders Mares are ſomewhat of the heavieſt; 
But if you pleaſe, I'll go your Lordſhip's Pace, 
And hy treſh Horſes to be there betimes.  _ 
Will you, my Lord? Come, take me by the Hand. 
n 9 5 [To North; 


| 
| 


_ Hang creeping'in a Sledge, tis baſe and vile. 
Tou that was ſuch a high and tow'ring Falcon, 
And flew at nought but Crowns —— Do ſt ſee that Church- 
The Devil aad he are drawing Cuts to have thee, [man? 
I pity thy Eftate — Prieſt I defie thee, LA 
Gard. How curſt is Madneſs when its turns 1 
Dutch. O what a gaudy Kingdom is this Hell? 
Courts made of burning Braſs, and dropping Gold, 
Gallants a riding in hot Em'rald Coaches, 
Shining like Meteors in the fiery Region, | 
With Horſes that have Flames inſtead of Wings, 
Ladies that ſcorching Planets have for Eyes, 
Freckl'd all o'er with Carbuncles and Rubies, 
That glow like Stars, and crackle with the Heat. 
There ſumptuous Bagnio's carv'd of rocky Ice, 
Here Ponds of liquid Cryſtal made to bathe in, 
That's colder in Degree than Hell is hot. 
Who wou'd not be a Knave to be fo tortur d! 
North, Alas, my Lord! ſhe's pitiful. 
Dutch. Ha! what a gallant Smell of Roman, French, 
Italian Eſſences, and rich Pertumes here are 591, 
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It overcomes me, and corrects the Steem 

Of Hell — Ha! ha! ha! 

Gard. What does ſhe ſee now? „ 

Dutch. My Lord Northumierland, does your Grace ſee 
North. See whom? _ | Lem? 
Dutch. Empſon and Dudley gaping wide as Famine; 

And two ſtout Fiends with Buckets full of Ore 

Pouring the - melted Maſs into their Mouths, 

Which they diſgorge into a Leathern Sack, 

That Richmond laughing out aloud, does hold 

Betwixt em — Ha! ha! ha! LExeunt. 


Gilford and Jane lying on the Floor aſleep. A Baket of 
Flowers and a Garland. Giltord wakes. 


Gilf, Who calls! Methought I heard 'em cry Awake, 

The Ax is ready, and the Scaffold fix'd; . 

For an immortal Diadem prepare. 

The ſwarming Streets with gazing Crowds are fill'd, 

Turrets and Windows, like a Day of Triumph, 

With Tiſſue hung, and cruel Beauties throng d, 

To ſee us mount the diſmal Throne of Death. 

Ariſe, my Soul's couragious Guard, my Fane! 

Wake, wake, my Love, thy fatal Hour's at hand 

Ha! how ſhe ſleeps! e | 

Such were her Looks when in my Arms ſhe ſlept, 

The happy Morning to our Marriage-Night, 

Thus heav'd her panting Breaſts, and thus ſhe ſmil'd, 

The bubbling Joys born from our eager Kiſles, 

Like wanton Spirits dancing on her Lips. 

O Virtue moſt Divine! O Form Angelick! | 

How rich a Paint is Innocence to Beauty? _ 

How calm they ſleep whom pious Thoughts have lull'q ! 

What charming Stories do they count in Dreams, 

Whoſe Prayers, like thine; are Prologue to their Slumbers! 
Fane. Where is my Love! Where think'ſt thou I have 

Is this the World? and this the Ground we reſt on? [been ? 

And are we yet the Gulf of Death to paſs? | i 
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Gilf. Behold, if thou canſt form within thy Mind 
That diſmal Fall of Waters near to View, | 
How, like two Arrows, down the Stream it ſhoots us, 
There we muſt plunge; for loe they come to fetch us. 
Where haſt thou been? what did thy Fancy ſhew thee? 
Fane. Methought I ſoftly ſtole from thee away 
As thou ſafe ſleeping on my Boſom lay, * O\ 
And, glad that 1 had paſs'd grim Death alone, 
Mounted on Pinions that out- fle the Sun; 
But on the Confines of that Heavenly Race 
A Warlike Angel ſtood to guard the Place, 
The ſame whom Sacred Story ſays to be, 
®Twas Raphael ſure, or one more great than he; 
Who looking terrible (with this Command) 
A Beamy Garland put into my Hand, | 
Return, ſaid he. crown him thou lov'ſt moſt dear, 
Without thy Gilford there's no Entrance here, 
At that laſt Word, I ſtarting back did fly 
1 Swift as a falling Meteor from the Sky, 
f And come to fetch thee on my Cherub's Wings, 
Where we will reign more abſolute than Kings. 
Gilf. Cou'dſt thou, alas! thou Darling of my Heart! 
Alone to Heav'n without thy Gilford part? 
Nay, if thy Dreams can foſter ſuch a Crime, 
No Sleep but Death fhall part us from this time. 
Like Turtles we have languiſh'd here in Love, 
And will, like loving Angels, dwell above. 
Fane. Let me adorn thy Temples, and obey 
I The Angels and the Deity's Decree, | 
| Behold this Wreath, the Beauties of the Field, 
The rareſt Sweets the Bowers of England yield 
Now Spring and Paradice are on thy Brow, | 
8 | [ Puts.the Garland on his Head, 
And richer Flowers in Eden never grew. © | 
The ſpotleſs Ram thus Hymer?s Victim dies, 
To Love an Off ring. Death a Sacrifice, 
Gilf. Theſe lovely Bloſſoms of the fruitful Year 
Are proud that they thy Beauty's. Livery wear. 
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I aw thy Hands new mould em all the Night, 
And with thy Fingers turn the Lillies white: | | | 
Saw thee too lift the Garland to thy Head, 3 { 
And with a Kiſs made every Roſe ſo red. | 

Fane. Not Incenſe, nor Arabian Spices ſmell 
So ſweet as does the Breath that here does dwell, 

Gilf. O Paradice! O Virtue moſt Dwine! 
In whom all Graces with all Beauties ſhine. 

| Zane. Pity my Caſe, perhaps, when I ſhall ſee 
This Head without a Body brought to me, | 
Theſe Lips that were fo red, then ghaftly pale, 

Gaſping ler Life, that now with Pleaſures ſwell, 

No Breath to give thy harmonious Voige a Tone, 

Nor Tongue to tell thy Fane its pitious Moan; 

Theſe Eyes that now my ſhining Planets are, 

Extended, and like angry Meteors glare; 

Theſe Locks my Fingers did ſo otren twine, 

With Sweets of Amber, ſtrew and Jeſſamine, 

Powder d with Dirt, and matted all with Gore, 
(Horrid to View) ſhall ſhine like Gold no more, 

Gilf. The jealous Queen cannot ſo cruel be, 
But let one Ax, one Moment ſet us free, 

Whilſt taking thus our laſt Farewels like this, 

The Blow ſhall but divide a parting Kiſs; 

Then as the Steel does to the Loadſtone cleave, 

We'll meet again, and.end the Kiſs we leaye. 
| Enter Northumberland guarded. 

North. All Bleſſings reign on Swffolk's happy Daughtec;: 
New Springs of Love adorn your faithful Garland: 
Health and long Life the Queen by Dudly ſends. 

Gilf. Are you my Father's Spirit, or kinder Genius, 
From the immortal Region come to chide 
'Your Gilford's and your Daughter's long Delay? 
'Whate'er thou art, thus ſhou'd our Knees adore thee: 
Or Deity, or Angel, or as fear'd, my Father! 
| North. Riſe Gilford, riſe, I am that Earthly Mould: | 
| From whence my Son recciv'd this Manly Form; | 

| I once begot thee on a beautceus Mother; | 
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But now, like Heaven, without a Female Aid, 
Have Power:to make thee with my Godlike Breath, 
And give thee Life, as in the Womb again. 

Fane. Bleſt Prophet's Voice to a deſpairing Sinner, 
Let me again the charming Sound devour —— 

Say, ſhall thy Gilford? Shall my Husband live? 
Speak quickly with a Parent's Zeal, and tell | 
The welcom'ſt News that Heay'n can ſend — — 8 

North. Come, ſit we down I know thou dy ſt to hear, 
But this tranſcends ev'n all thy Woman's Longings. 
*Tis Buſineſs of Import I have to ſay. 5 
What cou dſt thou do for this dear precious Louth? 
This tender Shoot that longs to grow a Cedar? 

This Darling of my Blood, and Joy of thine, 
Whoſe Soul is wov'n by Fate with both our Souls, 
And in each other's Breaſt makes two but one, 
That I may challenge Pardon of Heav'n, and ſay, 

I ne'er did greatly ill. but for his ſake' 
What wou'dſt thou do to fave his Life, and mine? 

Fane. What wou'd I do! propoſe the ſpeedy Way: 
Were I to ſwim the Sea with theſe weak Arms, 
Kind Heay'n ſhou'd lend me Strength to ſtem the Waves, 
And make the Ocean but a narrow Brock. 

Gilf. Quick, quick, my Lord, trembling I ask the Means, 
What is the Task that ſhe muſt do for this? p 155017 
I fear her Life muſt be for mine the Ranſom; 

If fo, be dumb as threatning Meteors rather, 

And never Word drop from my Father's Tongue 
Of any Sound, tho? *twere to give his Bleſſing — 
Hear him not, pri'thee Fare. 

North. Have Hopes, my Boy. 

Vet is th'Adventure hard; I know twill ſhock you. 

Fane. Quickly diſcloſe i. By my Hopes you wrack me; 
This Wonder? for I am in pain to know 5 
What I can grant, and will not fly to do. | 

North.”* Tis meet you know how many Lives depend 
On the leaſt Sentence of your precious Breath, 
And what a Train of Happineſſes ſpring, 
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The Queen requires you but to ſet your . 


" Know *twas Indicted by a Man ſo juſt, 


Lt Jane c, 85 
Or die with this mean $yllable of Ay»... T Yo. 
Or No. 

Fane. What muſt I do? the Day runs on TY 141 
The murmurings of 8 Crowd, a * 1 og Foto 
And Ratlings of the Sledge approach my 

North. Come Gilford, lean thy Head upon her Bey 
And liſten to the Pantings of her Heart, 
And tell me how ſhe bears it —— This it is. 
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Nay, for the Ranſom of our Lives conjures you, 
To fign this Paper; and to charm you tot, 


Whoſe Life ſtands Candidate with all the Saints 

For Holineſs tis but to own thy ſelf— 
Fane. Is it to own the Blackneſs of my nme? 

Profeſs that I am Guilty, and deſerre 

The Death that I am doom d to ſuffer ? Giver. ney, 10 

And Ill ſubſcribe my ſelf, I Fane to be | 157 

The vileſt Traicreſs Hear” n did ever panim. 
North. Peruſe it. f A8 
Fane. I have ſeen a Baſilick! 4 ED © 

Has ſhot his pointed Venom through my . - . 

And numb d my Body to a {enſeles Clay —— | 

O Gilford! *tis not in my Power to fave * 0 

Thy Life, nor mine from Tortures. Sn 1 165 
Gilf. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? * 
Fane. Judge with by Eyesif thou gener Meade: | 
North. O Fans the loweſt Ebb of time is no. 

1 is Heaven's yh rae and thine, . 
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Gilf. The tempting Fiend goes cunningly to Work, 

The damning Fruit to our firſt Parent was 

Thus Miniſter d by her whom molt he lov'd. 

As this is by a Father. i 5 
Fane. Ay, my Love! | 

" Would'ft thou for ſome few Years of Life? perhaps 

Some Days may finiſh what we prize ſo dearly; 

Would'ſt thou conſent that 1 ſhould forfeit Heay'n, 

My leſs, Innocent, and Boſom Faith, 1 

Forſake the Truth that was ſo loyd by me, 

And loſe the Joys of Immortality ? * 


Gilf. I know what I would act, were I my Fane; 
Were Gilford's Safety only in the Ballance. 
O all you Saints that wear immortal Crowns! 

Spirits of Martyrs that bright Angels are! 

Not Racks, nor Tortures, burning Pincers, Fires, 

Should make me leave this. Faith the moſt Divine, 
Which adorns thee, and thou haſt made to ſhine. 

Fane. O Young!.O Good! O Youth belov'd of Heav'n 
Gilf. But when I ſee a Father's Agonies, 

"Sweating cold Drops with terrour, to behold 
The Headſ-man diving in thy Gilford's Bowels 
And in the Hearts of four unhappy Brothers 
But Oh! and which is more than all the Lives 
Of all the Sons and Daughters of Mankind, 
Thy precious Life, if that's a Crime to ſave! 

"Yeu heavenly Powers, if then tis Sin to change! 
The Fact it ſelf wou'd from your doom Appeal, 
And quaſh Damnation with the very mention. 

North. Ay, there my Son; do, preſs her, hold her there: 
Fane. What, is my Husband Traitor to my Soul! 
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Thea I may ſay, as Cæſar did to Brutus, - 
Doſt thou too, Gilford, ſtab me to the Heart! {Feet 
North. Come, proſtrate fall with me Lo, at. your 
The ſad and miſerable Dudley yes 85 
See on the Ground the Father and the Son 


Thy Husband too that ſhould Command thee all, 
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And reign the Conqu' ring Rival of thy Soul. 

O ſay = Word, thou Woman moſt Divine! | 
Quick, e'er they come to fetch thee and my Children- 
Like a dumb Drove with Pantings to the Shambles. 
Firſt they begin with him, and in thy Sight 

Faſten his manly Body to the Sledge, 5 
Which ne'er was bound before, but in thy Arms. 
Then ſee the Villain with. a Butcher's Knife 

Ripping his Bowels open to the Throat, 

And tearing thence the Heart, he holds to view,.. 

That Heart which did ſo oft in ſilent Language. 

Whiſper the Story of your faithful Loves; | 

Bat now incens'd, leaps in the Ruffian's Hand. 

And cries more fierce, the Cruelty of Fane. . 

Then, then it ſtabs, and e er I come to die, | 
Breaks his poor Father's Heart, and all the Scanders by... 


Fane. What. muſt be done, muſt then be done this Mo- 


The time is ſudden ;- but the Gate of Heay'n [ment. 
Is eaſie to be lock d, yet hard to open, boy 

It has a Spring without a Key, which when _ 

We ſhut too raſnly, we no more can enter ——--- 


Jam reſoly'd — -. 


North. Of what? 
Fane. Not to be chang'd till I am dead, 

For all. the Blood that's threaten'd to be ſhed, 

Nor for the Crown took lately from this Head. [hat 
North. Hell! ſcalding Lead! and Sulphures! ſaid'ſt thou! 


O Fane! think, think of the Pains of Death, remember 


Thy tortur'd Father, and the Womb that bore thee, 

Who brought thee not into this curſed World 

With half the Pangs that thou and they muſt ſuffer. 
Fane. No more, I have inevitably Aid. 5 
North. Fly Gilfor d, fly, let's vaniſh from her Preſence; 2 


Damnation came from Woman firſt, and ſtill 


The Miſchief reigns in her and all the Sex. 
O Woman! Woman! falſe as are thy Beauties! 
Thou art a Tempting. Fair, * ul Way, 
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Leading by ſmooth Degrees to narrow Faſtneſs, 

Through which moſt mortal Men do ſlide to Ruin, 

Bur ont of Ruin, none. | | 
North. Not were the Ax a falling on my Head, 

And ſhe ſhou'd cry aloud, I turn, I tun; | 

Were there but one Religion in the World, 

I'd ſooner die an Atheiſt, and be damn'd, 

Tban be of one Belief with her. 

Silf. Alas! | 
North, Since firſt the Serpent tempted Womankind, 

The Snake lies lurking in the Sex's Mind, 

Falſe! ſubtle? vain? to keep your Faiths ſecure, 

There need a thouſand Bolts to bar the Door. 

Without, like gilded Sepulchers, you ſhine ; 

But open'd, full of Rottenneſs and Sin. 

At beft, who hopes to find a Goddeſs there, 

Is cheated with a Bubble fraught with Air. 

Therefore the ſafe retreat of human Life 

Is far from all the Sex, but moſt a Wife 

Gilford, why ſhould we fear worſe Pains to feel, 

The marry'd Wretch has fure no other Hell. 


| [Exit North. 
| Exter Pembroke, Gardner attended. 

Gard. I met the Duke, your Victim, led to Death, 
Not as we wiſh'd, with Roman Lawrels crown'd, 
Nor with the bw of a Conqueror, | 
When tis in youri ſole Power 

ane. My Lord, Rome's Markets ne'er were counted cheap, 
Which makes me fear (the Purchaſe being ſo great) 
The Price is more than my Eftate can pay. 
Gard. © thou whoſe wond'rous Mind and Body's bleſt 
With all the Parts and Beauties of thy Sex, 
And Excellence of Man! I come not here 
To wean an Infant, turn a ſpleenſul Woman 
To her reſoly'd and fix d Chymera wed ; 
But to a Judge, who, though a Child in Years, 
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Is. fit to teach Philoſophy a Rule, 
And tell the Schools they err. 
Fane. Alas, my Lord! 
This Flattery beſpeaks you more a Courtier | 
Than an Embaſſador from the Court of Heav'n. 
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Gard. Yet, Madam, let it not be thought that you 


To cruel Niceneſs ſhould have ſuch regard, 
That Fane out of a lullen Piet — 

Jane. My Lord, 
Yau will confeſs that one Divinity, 8 
One Center moves the Catholick 8 
That wiſe Religious are like skilful Pilots, | 
May with centrary Winds the ſame way ſteer,... 
And meet together in one Port at laſt. 


Gard. There you come cloſe; be wiſe, and oh! come 
Then ſince not our Beliets, but Verma do vary, Cnearer. 7 


This difference only ſeems ewixt us and you; 
Ours is a nearer. Cut, buto'er a River, 

And yours a new invented Way through Defarts. -. 
Who'd then refule to paſs the narrow Water, 

And go vaſt Leagues about for fear of drowning?. 


Fane. My Lord, I am à Wretch condemn'd to die, 


And now am almoſt at my Journey's end. 
Is this-a time to-tempt me to draw back, . 


And tell me I have left a nearer. way? ; 4 
Gard. Yet ſave your Life, and all their Lives----Confider, 


Say but the word; and this ſhall hold the Ax. 


Fane. Witneſs. you Powers, ſo woven is my Belief, 


$9 one with me, that as my Nurſes Milk 
Intus'd its Nouriſhmeat into my Blond, _ 
Heay'n did diſtil this Balm into my Soul; 5 
Vet had not the Almighty taught me this, 
The Truth to me another Godhead is, 
A Faith that. no Apoſtacy endures: 
Nor envy I that Conſtancy in yours, - 
Far be my Hopes, but yoù in Hear # may ſhiae;- 
0 * in yours, and let me die in mine, 
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Gard. Then fince no Prefident from Time can win you; 
No Arguments Divine, nor Human Wiſdom, 


Nor yet thoſe Wretches Lives your Marble Heart 
Can turn, you drive the Law to take its courſe. 


Zane. Go on, I dare the utmoſt of your Malice, 
*Till with your Cruelty, my Death become, 1 
What was your Juſtice, Noble Martyrdom. | 
I fee your Plots contriv'd in dark Cabals, | 
Your Leopard Conſciences, and freckl'd Souls. 

All your feign'd Teal, that your great Lord may Reign 
Tyrant of Souls, and Landlord of their Gain. 

_ Gard. Haſte, lead em al} to Execution ſtraight, 

All that have Names contain d within this Pardon, 

Her Fooliſn Father, Proud Northumberland 

And his three other Sons — Away with em: 

When that is Acted, as ſhe likes the Shew. 

Let they begin it! Come, my Lord. [Ex. Gard. and Pe mb. 

Zane. Come to me, Gilford, cleave thou to my Breaſt, 
Till as one Soul, we one lov'd Body grow, 

And equal Pain, and equal Death divide us. 

Gilf. O Fare! | Uh PE 16 

The ra dire Thoughts poſſeſs my Love! 

Gilf. Oh! . 

Fane. Breathe thy Immortal Soul with mine at once, 
And let us mount on Wings of Cherubims together. 
Sil But cer that comes, there is a gloomy Vale, 

A Darkneſs worſe than Chaos to be pals'd; * - 
How ſhall I wander, how go through the Maze 
Without thy Hand to guide! 

Fane. Thou dearer far 
Than new-born Babes are to their tender Mothers! 
Fear not, my Love, Tl truſt thee from thy Jane 
No farther than the Nurſe her tender Charge 
She ſain wou'd teach to go, watching its Steps, 
Beholds it Trip; but &er it falls to Ground, 
Catches it thus, and hugs it in her Arms. 
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Gilf. Wilt thou? : — 


Fane, I'll overtake thee in that dreadful vale, 0 
Hallow aloud, and cry, my Love, where art thou? 
But e er my Voice can reach thee, thou ſhalt ſpy 
The Nuptial Beams freſh kindVd in my Eyes, 

To bring me to thee ſtumbling as thou art, 
And bear my Child away. 

Gilf. Be not ſo tender if thou-mean'f to part. 
Thou giv'ſt me Kiſſes, and, inſtead of dreining, 
Doſt pour more Oil into my dying Lamp. 

Re. enter Pembroke and Gardner.. 

Jane. My Lords, is my unhappy Father dead? 

Pemb. He is no more, | 
I ſaw the Ax, as Mortal as the Plague, 

In one ſhort ſpace ſweep Families away. 
Northumberland dy'd ſullen, and reſery'd, 

Made a ſhort Speech, and then as ſhort a Pr 
Begg'd Pardon of the Queen, and faid he 4 
A real Convert to the Church of Rome. 

Fane. Heav'n ſpare bis Faults, and crown his lud lutert, 9 

Gi, Are they all Dead? x 

Pemb , They are. | 
But oh! how pitiful it was to fee! 

There lay the Duke wich his three Sons, ſurrounded 
Like a vaſt Oak, its Branches ſpreading wide, 

By ſome huge Storm laid flat upon the Ground. 

Thy Father's Death, O Fane! ſucceeded his. | 

Gilf. There wanted me to make the Pomp moreawſul, 
Pemb. Permit me, oh! to end this dreadful Tale; 
For ſure my Tongue was doom'd to tell thee Horrors. 
Thy Mother likewiſe, in a Fit of Frenzie, 

Relign'd her Spirit to that milder Region 


Where Souls refine like pureſt Gold from Droſs. 


Zane. Enough, enough. | 
Gilf. Break Heart of Adzmant, enough. | lolo ? 


Jaus. Then our turn'snext-----lead, which way muß we 
And wh:re commence the laſt Degreoof Mertals | 


Since 
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Since, like the firſt of all my finful Sex, 
F wrought my deareſt Husband to his Fall, 
Tis juft 1 lead the my to Puniſhment, 
Gilf. By that kind ſimpathizing Sun, who, to 
Avoid the diſmal Object of thy Death, 5; 
Is now retir'd behind yon Cloud to mourn, 


F ſwear thou ſhalt not — By our Loves | charm thee, 


If e er thou wert obedient, or had Virtue. | 
Let me die firſt —— Cruel hard-hearted Fane!.. 
If thou deny'ſt me this. 1 355 

Fane: Thou art my Lord. 


Gilf. Come, bring me to your Sbambles — Where's my 
Gard. Draw then that Curtain. - [Death? : 


ane. O hear the tender Voice of Pity cry. 


\ i do not difcloſe that dreadful Scene of Horror, 


But lead my Love ſome. other way. 

Pemb. Do ſo. ; 

Gilf. O Fane! | 
That precious Purple neareſt to my Heart, 
In whoſe pure Stream the Soul imbalm'd does lie, 
Is not fo hugg'd within my Breaſt as thou; | 
Yet we muſt part For lo, the Fight's prepar'd, - 
And Honour calls me to begin the Charge. 
Remember, Fane —— ; | 

Jane. Courage, heroick Gilford! 
Face but this Tyrant.of the World a Moment, 
Then fee thy Fave her ſelf ſhall quickly come, 
And bring thee Succours from the Camp of Love, 
Shall chace grim Death-and all its Fears away. 
Farewell. 

Gilf. O Dart! there is no Armour againſt thee, . 
Darkneſs and Death attends it on a ſuddain. 
O Star! O-Planet of my Life! Farewell. 

ane. No more— Farewell, 

SGi. When this tempeſtuous Blaſt I go to meet, 
Has blown my glimmering Flame of Life quite out, 
O haſte, thou Brightneſs, to relume my Torch, 


| Fame. . | 


| 


| Fane, | ; 
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Jane. Our Love's bright Tapers ne q er ſhall beextinguiſh'd, 
This Parting's but the Door that's ſhut between us, f 
But when that's o'er, and Death has broke the Bars, 

Welll mingle and unite our Beams together. 

Let endleſs Silence now; like Seas, divide us 

Thy Lips end all their Charms in this laſt Kiſs, 

And lock thy Speech for ever in my Boſom. 

Gilf. A Sigh or Groan cannot be call'd a Word, 

Hands, Eyes, and Heart conclude. my mournful * | 
For thy Commands, like Death, have charm'd my WN 

Pemb. How now, my Lord 

Wants this the Virtue to extract your Pity? 

My Eyes are too big loaded to be hid. 

Were Bonner in thy place, a' wou'd have wept. 

Yet fave his Life and thine. C Jane 

Gard. Lead him away; tho? fiubbern as ſhe i is, 

We will have Pity on bis Youth, my Lord. 
Some Reverend Prelate of the Faith be by, 
lavoke the Saints, ſay Mattins for his Soul, 
And ſprinkle him with Parden. 

Fane. Courage, my Gilford, ſnüt thy Eyes and Ears; 
Be olind and deaf to all their Tricks and Prayers; | 
Let not one iuperſtitious Drop reman, 

But with thy Tears waſh off the briniſh Stain. 
Whilſt they their Picture-Gods invoke to hear, 
Call thou on Luther, Cranmer, Latimer; 

One Syllable of theirs ſhall aid thee more, 
Than all the thouſand Saints that they adore. 

Gard, Away with him. | | 

Gilf. O Fane! c 

Zane. Turn, turn, my Gilford, one - laſt Look again, | 
Expand thy longing Arms, tis not in vain, 

\nd take — Wiſhes, though deny'd thy ane. 5 
LExit Giltord to Execution. 

Pemb. Unhappy Pair! O Innocent Uſurper ! 

Zane. Dry up thoſe Tears, and now with Joy prepore 

lo do your | laſt kind Office to your Miſtreſs, 


* 


When 


. 


82 The Tragedy of the 


Whek I am dead, and laid upon the Scaffold, 
Protect, I pray, theſe baſhful Limbs from Shame, 
See not in Death their Innocence expos d, 
That when alive, had awful Modeſty 1 
To guard em Here, receive this Scarf; 
It was my Maiden Preſent to my Gilford; 
In it I wrought the Tale of Iphigenia 
(A fatal Omen of this fatal Day) 
Doom'd by her cruel Parent to be ſlain. 
In this, when th'Ax has done its welcome Office, 
Be ſure you wrap my Husband's Head, and with it . 
This Head that's to be ſacrificed to Peace. ers 
Now I am ready. 26 


SCENE draws, and diſcovers Gilford: and the ref Hing 
| uon it beheaded. H 


Is then this Pomp of Death, this dreaded Horrour 
So talk d on, and ſo fear'd by all Mankind, | 
So quickly oer. Come, bring me to the Teſt—— 

Where is my Lord? Li 

Pemb. There , 1 

Look not upon't, methinks it ſnou d offend your- 

ane. Not at all. | : | | 

What ſignifies this Clay? that mangl'd Head? 
þ The broken Casket, now the-Jewel's fled ? 

1 Gilford, I come, this Moment ſends me to thee. 
2 Pemò. Yet ſave thy exquiſite: and precious Life, 
i Gard. Do not theſe diſmal Objects tir thee! 
1 No Fright, nor Fear of Pain can make thee turn! 
1 Yet hear — „ THETA 
We Fane. Away with me; were they alive again, 
Shou'd Father, Mother, Kindred, all 4 
Ill Jein'd with this fatal Number, with me fall, 

1 And in the very Moment of their Deaths, 

14 Shot Curſes on me with their flying Breaths, 
To ſave their gaſping Lives, I wou d not chuſe. 
One Hour of Immortality to loſe. CET 


$ © 


Zady Jane Gray. 


Shou d all your torturous Racks on me be try'd;_ 
Broil me on Grid-irons, turn the other Side, 


Till the Abortive Infant where it lay / 


Shou'd from my flaming Intrails burſt its Way; 
To my vow'd Faith 1'l] be for ever true, | 


In ſpight of all your. Roman Gods, and you. 
Z e [Curtain Falls. 
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